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1 YiNG m bcd» I abandoned the facts again and was back 
m Ambrosia. 

By rights, the march-past started m the Avenue of the 
Presidents, but it was an easy thing to shift the whole thmg 
into Town Square My intnd*^ had vantige scats on the 
town hdl steps where no flag flew more proudly than the 
tattered blue ^lar iif the Ambrosian Federation, the standard 
we had earned into baitle One by one the regimemts 
marched pa>t, and whvm they had gone - the Guards, the 
Parachute Regiment, the King's Own Yorkshire Light In- 
fantry - a hush tefl over the vrovid'» and they removed their 
hats for die proud lemnants ot ihj Anibiosian Cirand 
Yoomantv It wa^ true that we bid cnteied the war late, 
and 'jome^tntiei^^d ns foj thit, but oat of two rhoti>and 
wjjt) went into battle onlv s^veii lemaimd to bear the re- 
buke We limped along as wc had arrived from the baide- 

Id, th( mud still on out ’nreddtd unilorm^, but with a 
proud swing to our kiln Th^ band pla\«d ‘Mtri-h of the 
Movies' The raeinonal was deU ed with blue puppies, 
the St angc bloom iound only m n abi >sm 

I pjt an end to all this, consciously and deliberately, by 
going T)a da da Jti da da da* iloud to drue r le thinking out 
ol my head It was a day foi big deeMoris I leealltd how 
1 (uuld^iwavs cure m>self \vhen I got on one ot those 
counting iprecs whcic it was possible to reach thiee thou- 
sand oasiiv without "lopping I would thiuw in a confetti 
of eonlusmg number^ or, if they didn't help, half-icmem- 
berrd quotations and snatches of verse "yevcnty-thcc, 
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Nine hundred and six. The Lord is my shepherd^ I shall not 
want, he maketh me to lie down. Four hundred and thirty^ 
ftveJ" 

It was a day for big decisions. I had already detcnnineda 
more for practical reasons than out of any new policy, to 
clip the thumb-nail which I had been cultivating until it was 
a quarter of an inch long. Now, lying under the pale gold 
eiderdown, staring up at the crinoline ladies craftily 
fashioned out of silver paper and framed in passe-partout 
(they would be coming down, for a start) I began to abandon 
the idea of saving the clipping in an ointment box; I would 
throw it right away, without a backward glance, and from 
now on short nails, and a brisk bath each morning. An end, 
too, to this habit of lying in bed crinkling my toes fifty 
times for each foot; in future I would be up at seven and an 
hour’s work done before breakfast. There would be no more 
breath-holding, eye-blinking, nostril-twitching, or sucking 
of teeth, and this plan would start tomorrow, if not today. 

I lay in bed, the toe-crinkling over; now I w^as stretching 
the fingers of both hands to their fullest extent, fike tw^o 
starfish. Sometimes I got an overpowering feeling that my 
fingers were webbed, like a duck’s, and I had to spread them 
out to block the sefisation and prevent it spreading to my 
feet. 

My mother shouted up the stairs : ‘Billy? Bzlly ! Are you 
getting up?’ the third call in a fairly well-established series 
of street-cries that graduated from : ‘Arc you awake, Billy?’ 
to Tt’s a quarter past nine, and you can stay in bed all day 
for all I care’, meaning twenty to nine and ti'me to get uj). 
I waited until she called : ‘if I come up there yoif ’ll know 
about it’ (a variant of number five, usually ‘If I come up 
there I shall tip you out’) and then I got up. 

I put on the old raincoat I used for a dressing-gown, 
making the resolution that now I must buy a real dressing- 
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govm, possibly a silk one with some kind of dragon motif, 
and I felt in my pocket for the Player's Weights, I was try- 
ing to bring myself up to smoke before breakfast but this 
time even the idea ctf it brought on the familiar nausea. I 
shoved the cigarettes back in my pocket and felt the letter 
still there, but ihis time I did not read it ^He scribbled a 
few notei on the back of a used envelope.^ The phrase had 
always appealed to me. I had a pleasing image of a stack 
of used envelopes, secured by a rubber band, crammed with 
notes in a thin, spidery handwriting. I took the used enve- 
lope out of iny pocket with the letter still in it and thought 
up soujc jottings. * Calendars See S. rc job. Write Boon, 
Thousand??? See Witch re Captain.^ Most of these notes 
were unnecessary, c^^pecially the bit about seeing WifiJ 
re Capram; that, along witii the calendars, always a part- 
time worry, and the other bit about seeing S. rc job, had 
kept me awake hall the night As for Thousand??? this was 
a ghost of idle thinking, the last traces of a plan to write 
a thousand words each day of a ])ublic-school ttory to be 
entitled Ihe Two Schooh at Gnpminster. Having con- 
r jived the plan in cailv August, 1 was already thirty-four 
thousand words behind on the schedule There were long 
periods of rime when my only ambition was to suck a Polo 
mint right through without it breaking in my mouth; others 
when I would retreat into Ambrosia and sketch out the new 
artists' settlement on route eleven, and they would be doing 
profiles of me on felcvn-ion, ‘Genius - oi Madman?’ 

I put the ballpoint away and shr)vcd the envelope back 
in my pocket, and on the cue of cry number seven, by far 
my favgurite (‘Your boiled egg’s stone cold and Tm not 
coobing another’,' 1 went downstalr^, 

Hillcrcst, as the house was called (although not by me) 
was the kind of dwelling where all the windows are leaded 
in a fussy criss-cross, except one, which is a porthole. Our 
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porthole was at the turn of the stairs and here I paused to 
rub the heel of my slipper against the stair-rod, another 
habit I would be getting out of hencefoith Shufllmg there, I 
could see out across the gravel to the pitch-pamted garage 
with its wordy, gold-pamted sign ‘Geo Fisher & Son, 
Haulage Contractors, Distance No Object “The Moving 
Firm ” Tel 2573 Stamp, Signs ’ The ‘ign was inaccurate. 
I was the son referred to, but in fact the old man had gone 
to great trouble to keep me out ot »^he family business, chs- 
tance no object What really got on my nerves, howeser, 
was the legend ‘Stamp, Signs’ which was almost a' big as 
the advertisement it elf Fnc Stamp had been the white- 
haired boy of the art class when we wt re at Stradhough ton 
Techmeal together, and was now my colleague at Shadiack 
and Duxbury’s It was his ambition to set up in the sign- 
writing bu>iijeSi> full-time, and I for one was not stopping 
him 

Anyway, the fact that iht parage door*' were not open ^et 
meant that the old man was still at home and there were 
gomg to bt woids eAcbaiigcd ^houi li<^t mghi’s outing I 
slopped d(jwn into the hill took the Straahouphton I cho 
out of the letter-box, where u would ha\e rcmaiurd all day 
tf the re*t ot the tamily had anything to do with it, and 
went mto the lounge It was a da\ for big decisions 

The breakfast cciemonv at Hillcrcst had never been my 
idea ot tun I had made one disastrous anempt to break the 
monotony ot u, entering the room one day with my eyes 
shut and my arms outstret^^hed like a sleep-walker, an- 
nouncing in a shaky, echo-chamber voice ‘Ay Yoik-shire 
breakta t scene Ay polished table, one leaf out ^o\ahed 
diagonally by ay while tablecloth, damask with gnrten 
stripe bordah Sauce-stam to the right, blackbcny slam to 
the centre K^-llogg’s corn flakes, Pvtcx dishes, plate of 
fried bread Around the table, the following personnel 
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fathah, mothah, grandmoihah, one vacant place * None of 
this had gone down well I entered discreetly now, almost 
shiftily, taking m with a dull eye the old man’s pmt mug 
disfigured by a crack that was no longer mistaken for a 
hair, and the radio warming up for ‘Yesterday m Parlia- 
ment’ It wa^ a choice example of the hygienic family circle, 
but to me it had taken on the glaztd familiarity of some old 
print such as When Did You Last Sre Your Latht^r^ I was 
greeted bv the usual breathing noises 

‘You decided to gci up, then,’ my mother said, shppmg 
easily into the second series of convusanon^ of the day 
My s( )ck replies were ‘Yes’, No, Fm still in bed’, and a 
snarled ‘What docs it look lilc^’ according to mood Today 
I chose ‘Yes and sat down to hoilcd egg stone coltf as 
tbreattned lbi> made ii i quartet to nine 

The old man looked up from some invoices and said 
‘And son can start getting bloody well drt^^sed before vou 
cf>nif* down in i morning ’ fai the dialogue was taking 
a furly conventional route and I was tempted to throw m 
one of rh^ olu tand-bvs Whs do vou alvay begin your 
sentences with an “And”’^ Ciraii, anothci dress fanatic 
who always f-emtd to ht tnlh and e/tn elaborately attiied 
c\(n at two in the mormng when she slunk downstairs 
ainr the 'oda watei, thipptd in H wants to burr that 
raincoai, then ht II have to gt t drts,ed of a morning ’ One 
of Crian’s pcculn i c and ’•he had many, was that 
would never address anyone dircetlv but alway*- went 
ihiough an intermediary, if necessarv soi 'e static obicet 
^such as a eupboard Doing the usual dei oding I gathered 
that sh^wa addressing my mother and that he who should 
burn the laincoat ws** tne old man, and he who would ha\e 
to gel dressed of a mormng wa me *I gather,’ I began 
‘that he who should burn thi laineoat but the oU man 
mterrupted 
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*And what bloody time did you get in last night? If you 
can call it last night. This bloody morning, more like,’ " 

I sliced the top off my boiled egg, which in a centre 
favouring tapping the top with a spoon and peeling the 
bits off was always calculated to annoy, and said lightly: 
7 don’t know. ’Bout halt past eleven, quarter to twelve.’ 

The old man said : ‘More like one o’clock, with your half 
past bloody eleven! Well you can bloody well and start 
coming in of a night-time I’m not having you gallivanting 
round at all hours, not at youi bloody age.’ 

‘Who are you having gallivanting round, then?’ I asked, 
the wit rising for the day like a pale and watery sun 

My mother took over, assuming the clipped, metallic 
ydicc of the morning interiogation *What you doing 
down Foley Bottoms at mne o'clock last night 

I said belligciently: ‘Who says I was down at Foley 
Bottoms?’ 

‘Never mind who says or who doesn’t say You were 
there, and it wasn’t that Barbara you were with, 
neither.’ 

‘He wants to make up his mind who he is going w’itJp 
Gran said 

Iherc w^as a iich field of speciilaticm ror me here Sitiee 
my mother had never even met the Wit eh - the one to 
whom she relened by her given name of Barbara - or Rita 
cither - the one involved in the b( ley Bottoms episc'dc, that 
is - I wondered how’ she managed to get her hands on so 
many facts without actually hiring detertives. 

I said: ‘Well you wanr to tell wh(»ever saw me to mind 
their own fizzing business/ 

‘It IS our business/ my mother said, ‘And don’t you be so 
cheeky ! ’ I pondered over the absent friend who had sup- 
plied the Folcv Bottoms bulletin Mrs Olmonroyd? Ma 
Walker? Stamp? The Wttch lunself? I had a sudden. 
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hideous notion that the Witch was in league with my mother 
and that they were to spring some dreadful coup upon me 
the following day when, with a baptism of lettuce and pine- 
apple chunks, the Witch was due to be introduced to the 
family at Sunday tea. 

Gran said: ‘If she’s coming for her tea tomorrow she 
wants to tell her. If she doesn’t, I will.’ My mother inter- 
preted this fairly intelligently and said : ‘I’m going to tell 
her, don’t you fret yourself.’ She slid off down a chuntering 
landslide ot recrimination until the old man, reverting to 
the mam thune, came back with the heavy artillery. 

‘He’s not bloody well old enough to stay our half the 
night. I’ve told him before. He can start coming in of a 
night, or else go and live somewhere else.’ 

This brought me bcautif illy to what I intended to be ffie 
text for the day, but now that the moment had come I felt 
curiously shy and even a little sick at the idea of my big 
decisions I allowed rny mother to pour me a grudging cup 
of tea I picked up the sugar with the tongs so as to fall in 
with house rules. I fingered the u^ed envelope In my rain- 
coat poclJtt, see S re lob 1 deaicd my throat and felt again 
ftic urge to yawn that had been v, uh me like a disease for 
as long as I could remember, and that for all 1 knew zuas a 
disease and a deadly one at that 7’he need to yawn took 
over from all the other considerations and I began to make 
the familiar Channcl-s\Mroiner r*oud‘ings, lishing for the 
bail of air at the back of thioat. The family returned 
to rummage among thoir breakfast plates and, aware that 
the moment had gone by, I said : 

T’ve been ojjered that job in London.’ 

The* replies were predictable, so predu table that I had 
already written them down, although not on a used enve- 
lope, and had meant to present tlie family with thi'> wryly- 
humorous summing-up of their little ways as some kind of 
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toferant benediction on them after they spoke, which 
according to my notes was as follows : 

Old man • ‘Whar bloody )ob^’ 

Mother ‘How do you mean, you've been offered ii?’ 
Gran ‘What's be talkmg about, I thought he was going 
to be a cartooner, last I heard ' 

Another of Gran’s whimsicalities was that she could not, 
or more likely would not, rcmembci the noun for the per- 
son who draws cartoons She thre \ me a baleful glare and 
I decided not to bring out th<“ predictions but to earr> on 
as I had planned the night before or, as the old man would 
have It, the eailv hours of morning, tossing and turning 
under the pale gold eiderdown 
j^'That job with Danny Boon When I wrote to him,’ I 
&id 

I had often likeneii the conversation at HiUcrest to the 
route of the old No 14 tram Evtn vhen completely n* w 
subjects were bting discussed the talk ratih d on along the 
familiar track, stopping to lend on festering argum nls 
from the pist, and cuiminatmg at the terniinus of^ the old 
man’s wrath 

‘What job with Danny Boon This line - together vith a 
rliubaib ihubub ehonis of ‘What’^ he talking ibont 
Danny Boon’ - was optional for the whole family, but wa^ 
m fact 'pokem b\ my mother 
‘The 10b J was /rZ/ing }ou about 
‘Whai job you’ve never told m* ibout no job ' 

It was obviouslv gomg to be on of the uphill ricks The 
whole family knew well enough about rav ambition, or one 
of my ambitions, to write scripts for comedv Ih^ey 1-rievt 
how Danny Boon, who was not so famou'’ then is he is 
now, had played a week at the Stradhoughlon Empire They 
knew, becau'-e I had rold them four limes, thai I had taken 
him some material - including my ‘thick as lead catehhne 
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which Boon now uses all the rime - and how he had lilced 
It (‘Well how do you know he’ll pay you anything^’ my 
mother had said ) They knew I had asked him for a job. 
Thank God, I thought, as I pushed my boiled egg aside 
with the yolk gone and the white untouched, that they don’t 
ask me who Danny Boon is when he’s at home 

‘Why does Jie always leave the white of his egg^’ asked 
Gran ‘It’s all goodness, just thrown down the smk ’ 

The remark was so completely irrelevant that even my 
mother, always a willing explorer down the back-doubles on 
the conversational map, ignored it Shout^> of ‘What about 
your joh at Shradrael and Dnxbury’s^’ and ‘Who do you 
think’s g(*mp to keep you bf gan to triekle through but I 
maintamcd my nysteneal ealm, wearing my sensitivity 
armour Abo\e everything I vould hear the querulous ton(S> 
of Cji in, going over and over aeam ‘What’s he on about^ 
What’s he on about** What s hi on ab<>uP What’s he on 
about 

1 took a deep breath and made it obvious that 1 was 
taking i d( tf breath jnd s tid ‘I ook, thert is a comedian 
The eomeSian’' name is Danner Boon B-doubl^ 0-N He 
d^s n )t write hu own scripts He gets o^her people to do it 
ftir him He likts my inatenil He thinks he can give me 
regu* ir work ’ 

Mv m nhci said ‘flow do vou mean he likes your 
material'' 

I brought out tlit heivv sigh and the clenched teeth 
‘Look This pepper-pot i^ Dinny Boon lbs salt-cellar is 
my material Danny Boon is kM>king for man Mai ’I turned 
^he bluejplastie pepper pot on them like a ray-gun ‘He sees 
my flaming material So he fiarrmg well asks for it ’ 

‘ ’Jbre, rear, rear, watch your bloodv language* With 
vour flaming this and flaming that* At mtal-timesl You’re 
not in bloody London yet you know * ’ 
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THe’s gone too far,* said Gran, complacently. 

I went ^Ssssssss!* through my teeth. Tor crying out 
loud!’ I slipped back a couple of notches into the family 
dialect and said : ‘Look, do you wanna know or don’t you? 
Cos if you do ah’ll tell you, and if you don’t ah won’t.’ 

They sat with pursed lips, my mother heaving at the 
bosom and the old man scowlmg over hi^ bills and the 
Woodbine ash filling up his eggshell. The radio took over 
the silence and filled it for a moment with some droning 
voice. 

‘Try agem^ I said. I took another deep breath, which de- 
veloped into a yawmng fit 

‘You just eat your breakfast, and don’t have so much off,’ 
it»y mother said. ‘Else get your mucky self washed And 
‘stop always yawning at meal-timcs You don’t get enough 
sleep, that’s all that’s wrong with you ’ 

‘And get to bloody work,’ the old man said 
I pushed back the polished chair, about who>e machine- 
turned legs I had once had <^0 much to >ay, and went into 
the kitchen It was five minutes past nine I ieaned^againsr 
the sink m an angry torpor, bombing and blasting each of 
them to hell I lit a stealthy VlayerS Weight, and thought 
of the steel-blight autumn da> m front of me, and began to 
feel better I brcatlied heavily again, this time slowly and 
luxuriously, and began to grope through the v^oils ot fuse- 
wire m the kitchen drawer tor the old man’s electric razor 
I switched on, waited tor a tense second for the bellowed 
order from the lounge to put the thing away and buy one of 
my own, and then began my thmkmg 

I was spending a good pan of my rime, more oHl as eac^i 
day passed, on this fhmking business Sometimes I could 
squander the whole mormng on it, and very often the whole 
evening and a fair slice of the night hours too I had two 
kmds of thinking (three, if ordinary thoughts were counted) 
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and I had names for them, applied first jocularly and then 
mechanically. I called them No i thmking and No 2 think- 
mg. No I thmkmg was voluntary, but No 2 thmking was 
not, It concerned itself with obsessional speculations about 
the scope and nature of disease (such as a persistent yawn 
that was probably symptomatic of saicoma of the jaw;, the 
probable consequences of actual misdemeanours, and the 
solutions to desperate problems, such as what would one 
do, what would one acnially do, m the case of having a 
firework jammed in erne's ear by mischievous boys The 
way out of all this was to lull mvself into a No i thinking 
bout, taking the fast excursion to Ambrosia, indulging m 
hypothetical com ersations with Bcitrand Russell, fusing 
and magnifying the ordinary thoughts of the day so 
I was a famous comedian at the Ambrosia State Opera, 
the only stage personalitv e\ei to reach the rank of 
president 

Propped up against the gas stove, buzzing with the old 
man’s lazor, I began to do some No i thinking on the sub- 
ject of ihg family This usually took a reasonably noble 
fiym riding heme to Ilillcrt''t loaded with money, putting 
the old man on his feet, forgiving and being forgiven My 
mother would be put into tui-* would feel uneasy in them 
at first, but would be touched and never lose her homely 
wav> Giiiidma mained Councillor Du\hiiry and the pair 
of them, apple cheeked lived in a thatched coti igc high up 
in the dales, out of sight That wa^ the usual thing But this 
morning, in harder mood, 1 began to plan entirely new 
parents for myself The^ were of rhe modern, London, kind 
They hpd allowed in tact '^nt.oura^cd me to «mokc from 
the age of thirteen (Maikovitch and when I camt home 
drunk my No i moihei would look up from her solitaire 
and groan- ‘Oh Ciod, bow dreary ^ Billy’s pissed again!’ T 
announced at breakfast that I was going to start out on my 
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own My No i father - the old man disguised as a company 
director - dapped me on the back and said: *And about 
time, you old loafer Simone and I were thinking of kicking 
you out of the old nest any day now Better come into the 
library and talk about the money end ’ As for Gran, she 
didn’t exist 

The thinking and the shaving finished concurrently 1 
switched off and began brooding over the matter of the 
black bristles under my chin whicii, shave as I might, would 
never come smooth I dropped back into my torpor, a kind 
of vacuum annexe to the No 2 thmking, and began scraping 
the back of my hand against the bristles, listening to the 
noise of it and wondering vhether there was something 
v^fong with me The old man came through inm the kit- 
chen, putting on his jacket on his way to the garage 

‘And you can buy your own bloody ra/or and slop using 
mine,’ he said without topping I called 
supposedh the number of rimes he had u^'ta the word 
‘bloody’ that morning a finding joke fat least, v^ith me) 
but he had gont oir The ba^inc>^ of going lo I ondon was 
shelved, forgotiai or, I ^ustieUcd, compktelv uncoinpr- 
hended 

I went through the lounge and upsUirs My motbei, as 
I passed her, chanted automaiic illy ‘You U-set off one of 
these-days ?nd mt<.t yourself coming back,’ one of j ’-tti^s 
of r,-marks tul(»rcd, I hived to fstity, to fit the < saet time 
taken by me iron' kitchen door to hill door I here had betn 
a lime when I had tried to get the fiinilv to eill fhese nock 
sayings of heis ‘Motheii^ms’ Nobody ew r knew what 1 was 
talking about 

Swilling mvself 111 the bathroom, I found ih( hiionc s of 
the bristles on my chm leading, a^' I had known it would, 
mto a definite spasm of No 2 thinking I wondered fir«t if 
I were developing ingrowing hair, like those people who>e 
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throats tickle every six weeks and who have to go into hos- 
pital to get It removed, and then 1 ion through the usual 
repertoire, polio, cancer, 1 B , and a new disease, unique 
in medical history, called Fisher’s Yawn Nowadays these 
attacks, occurrmg more or less whenever I had a spare 
minute, usually culminated at the point where I began to 
wonder what would happen it 1 were taken to ho^^piral, died 
even, and they found out about the calendars 

My mother shouted up the < tairs ‘You’ll never get into 
town at this rate, never mind London* It’s alter half past 
nine!’ but by now ihe calendar theme had me m its grip, 
and I taggered into m'^ bcdrtHDm gasping and clawing 
for breath, dvung some deep-level No 2 thinking on the 
subject 

It was now September The cakndirs had been given to 
me to posr about two weeks before (hn imas of the pre- 
vii>Ui vear 1 his meant tliat thi«- particular problem had been 
on the igcnda toi ovci mne month > or, as I sometimes 
w »rked ii out, sis thnusiiid hve hundred and twenty-eight 
hour The taVudars were f ardboaid cftiMts me asurmg 
inche> bv eight, ea* h beating a picture of a tat looking 
at Ji dog ihc legend ‘RnaK’ and, overprinted in smudgy 
olive type, ‘Shadrack and Uuxbury Funeral I urnishers. 
Taste’ - then a little star - ‘1 act' - and another little star - 
‘Econoniv’ They were p'-esiige ;Obs lor Shadrack’s con- 
tacts, p-'ople IiK the directors cf the iT^matonum and 
pusuiis who mieht rnig up with a lew tip offs, and for good 
ciiaomeis hkt die Alderman Burruws Old People’s Home, 
with whom Shadrack and l)u\bur>’s had a standing 
aci ouiii^ I had omitted to post them in order to get at the 
postage money, which I had kept for mv>elf I had hidden 
the calendars in the stockroom in the office basement tor a 
while and then, tired of the hidet»us reel of No 2 thmking 
where Shadrack lifted the coffin lid and found them, had 
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gradually transferred ±em home. A few I had already de- 
stroyed, taking them out of the house one by one at night 
and tearing them to shreds, dropping them in a paper-chase 
over Stradhoughton Moor and sweating over an image of 
the police picking them up and piecing them together. I 
had got rid of fourteen in this way. The rest were in a tin 
trunk under my bed. There were two hundred and eleven 
of them. 

I dressed, making another mental note to look up Every 
Man*s Own Lawyer and find out the penalties for this par- 
ticular crime. ‘Pay attention to me, Fisher. 1 have thought 
very carefully about sending you to prison. Only your youth 
and the fact that your employers have spoken so highly of 
ye^jr abilities . . .’ Tying my tie, I began to imagine myself 
in Armley Jail, impressing the governor with my intelli- 
gence, making friends with the padre; and for a short while 
I was back on the No. i thinking., a luxury I could ill afford 
at half past nine on a working morning. 

‘Billy! If you’re not out of this house in five minutes 1 
shall push you out ! ’ 

I put on my jacket and pulled the old japanned trunk 
from under the bed. The piece of stamp edging was still 
in position across the lid. A long while ago, when it had 
contained no more than the scribbled postcards from Liz 
and a few saccharine notes from the Witch, I had started 
to call this trunk my Guilt Chest. Any grain of faceiiousness 
there had been in this description had long since disap- 
peared. 

I lifted the lid gingerly, jolted and disturbed as usual by 
the vast number of calendars there seemed to b^ siackeb 
dozens deep in their thick brown envelopes, addressed in 
my own broad handwriting to Dr H, Rich, P. W. Horniman, 
Esq., J.P., Rev. D. L. P. Tack, the Warden, Stradhoughton 
Workpeople’s Hostel. Besides the calendars, nestling in their 
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own dark hollow of the Guilt C3iest, were the love-letters, 
the bills the old man had given me to post, the aphrodisiac 
tablets that Stamp had got for me, the cellophaned, leggy 
copy ot Rtizy Stones^ and the letter my mother had once 
written to ‘Housewives’ Choice’. I could picture her sitting 
down with the Stephens’ ink bottle and the Basildon Bond, 
and I could never explain to myself why I had not posted 
the letter or why I had opened it under cover ot the Guilt 
Chest hd *^Dear Sir, Just a jew bncs to let you know how 
much I enjoy Homewife^^ “C/zukc” ez’cry day, I always 
listen no matter what 1 am domt;^ could you play (Just a 
Song at Twilight) jor me though I dort^t suppose you get 
time to play evciyone that writes to you, but this is my 
favourite soni*'" You see my husband often used to 
when we a bit younger than we are now, / mil quite under- 
stand if you cannot play Yours respect fully (Mrs)N. Fisher, 
PS My ^on aho write songs, but I suppose there is not much 
charce for him us he has not had the training, Wc are just 
ordinary folk ’ I'he debates 1 had had with my inullier on 
the nidiaajy-f<»lk monf, m long and eloquent sti earns of No. 
I ^thinking would have filled ‘lirui'-ewives’ Choice’ ten 
times over. 

Snapped together by a rubber band, like the used enve- 
lope, T had fancied for rnyseli, was the thin pack of post- 
cards that Li/ had written to me un hei last expedition but 
one They wer<* matier-of-fict Intk notes, full of tedi<»usly 
inu testing details about the things she had seen m 
Lekvi>ter, Welwyn C'*3rdeii Tiiy, and other places where 
whalevci urge pii.^c^sing hei had taken her; but at least 
they wi#c literate I telt miJdH peculiar to be neasuring 
love letters for th^'ir gramma;, hut there was nothing else I 
could treasuie them for Sometimes I could think about Liz, 
think properly on the ordinaiy plane, for a full ninmte, 
before we were both whisked off into Ambu*sia, myself 
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facing trial for sedition and she a kind of white-faced Eva 
Pcron in the crowd. 

I took one of the calendars out of the Guilt Chest and 
stulfed it under my pullover. If I was going to London in 
a week it meant that 1 had one hundred and sixty-eight 
hours to dispose of two hundred and eleven calendars Say, 
for safety, two calendars an hour between now and next 
Saturday. I took out another th»*ee and crammed them half 
under my pullover and half una^r the top of my trousers. 
Rummagmg in the Guilt Chest, I spotted the flat white 
packet of supposed aphrodisiacs, the ‘passion pills" as 
Stamp, shoving them grubbily into my hand m a tit of re- 
morse, fear, and generosity, had called them I pur Liz: out 
oft my mind and began thinking about Rita and then, 
making a definite decision, about the Witch. 1 put the pas- 
sion pills in my side pocket and bent to close the Guilt 
Chest, the calendars stifl under my nbs and thf sharp 
comers showing through the cable-ueave of my pullover. 
I replaced the stamp edgiiig, four inches from the handle 
on tht right-hand sidt., pushed the t^unk v^arefuTlv under 
the bed and went downstairs, feeling like a walking 
Guilt C-best myself In the hall f put on my oiildixir rain- 
coat and buttoned it to the waist betoie going into the 
lounge 

‘Ht’i! be hmipd in a raincoat,’ said CTtan. almost, in fact 
completely, auton'atKally She was rubbing viciously at ihe 
sid-boaid with a check duster, a daily gtuelhng which .he 
imagined paid fur her keep It w^as to the •sideboard that 
she addressed herselt, because my mother was m the 
kitchen 

It w’as long past any time at all for a woiking morning. 




house There were specks of dust m the sunlight and the 
stiff smell of Mansion Polish The radio emphasized the 
lateness with an unfamiliar voice, talking about some place 
where they had strange customs, it was like going long past 
one’s station on the last tram 

I called ‘I’m oft, mother * ’ 

‘Well don’t hurry youiself, will >ou-*’ she called back, 
following her voice mto the lounge I pau^'ed with my hand 
running up and down the brown bakelite finger-plate on 
the door 

‘Might as well give mv notice in lodav, if I’m going to 
London, I siid M} inothti pressed her lips rogeth^^r in a 
thin purple line and began bundling up the tablecloth, 
taking It by the coiner^ to keep crumbs jn 

‘You want to make up voui mind i^hat you do want to 
do*’ she said primly 

‘1 know what I’m going to do I’m going to work for 
Dann/ Boon ’ 

‘Well how do \ou know yuu’ie ricvtr done thit sort of 
thing baor^ You cm’i ^wiich ind chsnge md swop about 
lUtf. wh«.n you ft'u) like it \ou\» gut youi hving to earn 
now you know*’ 

Sh«- wa*^ trying to tal*r kindly, rnaling a real effort at it 
but diawing the effort back, ht‘t someone whi^ptring across 
a bridec I was touched, fltttmgly ^ said, trying hard my- 
self ‘Any rodii wc’Jl talk about it later,’ i gruff and oblique 
statement of affsaion that, I could stc, was received and 
unde r stood 

^ I left the house, ignoring the old man who was messing 
about with the lorry m the road outside If I can walk all 
the way dc'wn Cherry Row without bhnting my evelid'', I 
told myself, ir will be all all right 1 kept my eves wide and 
burning long past Greenman’s sweet shop, past the < lay 
casitics where the sums wire not built y ’ then Mrs 
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Olmonroyd came past, spying 1 dapped my eyes shut and 
wished her a civil good mormng 1 fdt the calendars under 
my jacket and wondered why I had brought them out and 
what I was going to do with them, and what 1 was going to 
do about everything 
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‘Till very name of Stradhoughton,’ Man o’ the Dales had 
writicn in the Stradhoughton Li ho oni morning when there 
was nothing much doing, ‘conjures up sturdy buildings of 
honest name ^tone, gleaming cobbled streets, and that 
brackish air which givts this corner of Yorkshire its own 
especial piquancy Man o’ the Daks put piquancy m 
Italics not mr 

My No I thinkmg oltcri f( ar^ d long se^^s'ons with MSi^ 
o’ the Dale* m whate\cr pub th^ bo> on ♦he kcho used, and 
thac 1 would put him right on his fact. The cobbled 
strf( i*., gleaming or otherwise had long ago betn ripped up 
wnh the tnmlim rid rclmcd with concrete slabs or tar- 
mac adaru - pit imnv tarmacadam 1 w< rid s^tani him stab- 
binr hiir iij the chc t with the toJv briar which in this 
pay^icular n Ic I affe( ted 1 he br Kksb an I wa* no authority 
on t xrcjit lO siv that when ^hi wind w is m a certain airec^ 
non IT smelled of burning paint As frr the honest native 
St >ne our mam sue a, Moorgate was - despite the lying 
rtnmiiowt iiees of old men uke O)incinor Duxbury who 
renumbered heep troughs when ftr X-L Disc Bar now 
stands - exact!) like an^ o.bci High Street in Orcat Britain 
Woolworth 1« Hiked lil-t WvHlworth’s the \ da>n looked 
Jjke the Odeon, and ine Siradh u^hUm Luh( s own office, 
which Man o’ the Ddcs must have seen, looked like 
a public lavatory in hone.t native white titc I hid a fairly 
passicnaie set-piece ill worked out on the subject of rugged 
Yorkshire towns with then rugged neon signs and tl»eir 
Tuggid plate-glass and plastic shopfronts, Jt so far 

^3 



nobody had given me the opportunity to start up on the 
\theme. 

) ‘Dark satanic mills I can put up with,’ I would say, push* 
iii 6 niy tobacco pouch along the bar counter ‘They’re part 
the picture But’ - puff, puff - ‘when it comes to dark 
sa power stations, dark satanic housing estates, and 
da ik satanic teashops 

< That’s the trouble with you youngsters,’ said Man o’ the 
Djriles, propping his leather-patched elbows on the seasoned 
b, ir ‘You want progress, but you want all the Yorkshire 
tr, idition as m 11 You can’t have both ’ 

‘I want progress ’ I r torted making with the briar ‘But 
1 1 Aanr i Yorkshire tradition of progress ' 

rhit's eood Can I that^’ said Mm o' ^he Dales 
Anyway, satanic oi not, it was iht usual Saturdiy morn- 
ing down m town, tht fat women rolling a^ong on th*"u bad 
feet like tov <.lown'> m pudding basins, tht gn\ -freed men 
revuwum the '^potting pinls x\luiig Markt^t Siicet, whtu 
the new glar)S fronu d >hv»ps spiib d out ihcir agging length ^ 
of ph wood and linoleum th t< w rc Uil th dd fashtoiK d 
stalls lining ths guttei with m'lll roitcn appk' uiu puri^k 
tis^m papa 1 he men sh juted ‘Do ] jl y titteen beb dr I 
asl iw< he and a tanner 1 do not I do not ask vou fvir un 
boD I do not ask ycu foi three hall a >wns rnmmt five 
bob, fi\e bob h\t bob, liv' bob, lixc lx I* ’ Irowning 
v< men, rheji bhek sernehed handbtgs ernnme d wnhliilf 
digeMta gTKvame , puslxd through l*x vegeMbk Halls to 
the steps of rht rate^ office 

Off Marka Street there was a little diie> called St 
Bmolph’s Passage, the caitre of moH of Stiadhoughton s 
ready monej betting Beside s the bookies shops, thi sunk- 
ing urmal, the sly eheinist’s with red rubber gktse*^ and big 
sex hoolvs m the window, and the obscure one man busi- 
nesses mrxming behind the dark doorways, then was a pub, 
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a dyer^s and cleaner’s 3 and Shadrack and Duxbury’s taste- 
ful funerals. Many were the jokes about St Botolph and his 
passage, but even more wete those about the dyeis and the 
undertakers 

rhe exterior of Shadrack’s, where I now paused to take 
my tradiiional deep bieath before entering, showed a con- 
flict of personalities between young Shadrack and old 
Duxbury, the two partners Young Shadrack, takmg advan- 
tage of Duxbuiy’s only trip abroad, a reciprocal visit by the 
town *.ouncil to Lyons (described bv Man o’ the Dales as 
the Stradhoughton of Frant c), had pulled out the Dicken- 
sian windows, bottle-glass and all, and substituted modem 
plate glass and a shop sign of raised stamle^s-s^eel letter- 
ing Thus another piece of oM Siiadhoughton bit the dUsf 
and the new effect wa‘ of a < hip %h( p on a suburban hous- 
mg estate Councillor Dixbury had retained only just m 
time to salve the old window-drts ang from tht vireckage, 
and iJu > rrmamed a ^^mudgy igri bv Stamp reading ‘1 asie- 
ful Jmnerais, “Night or Day Service” ’ ^which as my other 
colleague 4*‘^hur hid said, needed only an exclamation 
m^k in brackets to cumplete it^ and a piece f f purple cloth 
on whicn th^rc wi deposited a white \ase 'he shape of a 
lead weight, inacnbcd to the memoiy of a certain Josiah 
Olrovd The reason Tosiah OJro^dC \ase was m Shadrack’s 
window and not in fht co^poraii >n (emcteiy was that 
his name had been misspelled md the family had 
not unreasonably refused to accept the goods ordered The 
UJtoyd \a^e alwa\s rved to remind me of a ghastly 
ffror wit^h some coffin nameplates m which 1 had been 
involvedf a business that wa^ tar from finished yet and 
It was with this thought uppermost in a fairly crowded 
mind that, ninety innuics late, 1 enteied Shadrack and 
Duxburv’s 

The shop-bell lang md, beha\ing exactly ^dc a Pavlov 
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dog. Stamp got up and began, elaborately, to put on his 
coat. 

‘Must be goxng-home time, Fisher’s come,’ he said 
I Ignored him and addressed Arthur 
‘Is buggerlugs in^’ I jerked my head toMrards Shadiack’s 
door 

‘Just come in ihij minute,’ said Arthur ‘You can »ay you 
were m the bog ’ 

I hissed with relief and flo].ped down at my dc^k, be- 
tween Stamp and Arthur Every day, sitting tensed at the 
front of the bus, pushing it with my hands to make it 
faster^ I had this race to the oftite with Shadrack Du\- 
bury didn’t matter, he never came rollmg in until eleven 
aljd in any case he was so old that he could ne\er remem 
ber who worked for him It was Shadraek, with hu little 
notebooks and the propelling pencil rattling against his 
teeth, vho ga\< all the trouble 'It's been noticrd that you 
were halt an hour late again this raorrimg ’ IF always s^^id 
‘It’s been noric^d’ ‘It " btcn noticed that you hast n’t suit 
those accounts ofl >ef 

'I’m off to tell him what time you ome m,' sniggered 
Stamp and I was obligt d U\ murmur ou do’ the passing 
atknowledgcmcu of hia feeble )^.^l Stamp Cdll d hiraovlf 
a ‘clurk and did not go \ers much bevoiid jokes of the 
Mary-Rose-sat on a-pm-Mary-Pose variety He now started 
on hl^ mornuig perform inre 

‘Hey, that uu on ully last night » Wheie she btni for 
ward over that piano ' ( jouj n t 

It was the first duty of Ai'hur and myself to mp this 
quietly in <he bud 

‘What make'*’ said Arthur imioeently 
‘What make what ^ 

‘What make was the p^ano^’ 

Stamp sneered ‘Oh, har har Some say goc»d old Arthur 
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We got down to our work, what there was of it. Shad- 
rack and Duxbury’s was dull and comfortable as offices go. 
It was done throughout in sleepy chocolate woodwork, 
which Shadrack, dreaming of pinewood desks and Finnish 
wall papers, had not yet got his hands on. Our task was to 
do the letters, make up the funeral accounts, run the 
errands, and greet prospective customers with a suitably 
gloomy expression before shuffling them oflF on to Shad- 
rack. September was a quiet month and Saturday was a 
quiet morning; we all had our own pursuits to work on. 
Stamp, head on one side, tongue cocked out of the corner 
of his rijouth, spent most of his time making inky posters 
for the youth club. 'Have you paid your "subs'"? If not, 
"why not"! I !' Arthur and I would sit around trying 
write songs together, or sometimes I would tinker with 
The Two Schools at Gnpminster. 

Tou couldn’t sec what make it was, she was bending too 
far over it,’ Stam]) said at last. I did not look at him, but I 
knew that he was describing a bosom with his hands. 

‘Penny’s^ropped,’ Arthur said, 

‘JPeniiy-farthing more like,’ I said, ‘It’s been earning 
interest while he thought that one up.’ 

‘Write that one down,’ Arthur said. 

‘Joke over,’ said Stamp. 

There was nothing in the in-tray. I got The Two Schools 
at Gripminster out of my desk drawer and stared vacantly 
at what I had written of my thirty-four thousand words. 
^‘7 say, weed! Aren't you a new hug?'' Sammy Brown 
^urned to greet the tall, freckle-faced boy who walked 
across tige quad towards him, Sammy's second name was 
appropriate - for the face of this sturdy young fellow was 
as brown as a berry. W. Fisher. William Fisher. The Two 
Schools at Gripminster, by William Fisher. William L. 
Fisher. W. L. Fisher. Two-School Sammy, by W. L. P. 
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Fisher. Two Schools at Gnpminster: A Sammy Brown 
Story bv W L P Fisher. The Sammy Brown Ommbm. 
W Lashwood Fisher. W. de L Ftsher ' I looked at it for 
some time, thought * William Ftsher: Hts Life and Times* 
but did not wnte ii down, then put the paper back m the 
drawer. The four chunky calendars under my pullov< r hurt 
my chest \^hen I leaned forward over ihe desk I began 
dunking of Dannv Boon and the letter I had better write to 
him, and about Shadrack and the letter 1 had better write 
to him 

‘Fve got something unpleasant to say to our Air Shad- 
rack this morning, 1 said to Arthur 

‘You’ve got somethmg unpleasant to say to our Mr Shad- 
^rack this morning^’ repeated Arthur, dropping into the Mr 
Bones and Ali Tones loutim m which we conducted most 
of our exchanges I decided not to tell Arthur just yet about 
the London business bu^ to whik half an hour away in the 
usual manner Anything I s^y to Mr Shadtack would be 
unpleasant,’ I said 

‘Kindly lea\c the undertaferV Arrhui >iid 

‘Ftll me, Mr Crabtrte what dit the Poles doing, m 
Russia'*’ 

‘1 don’t know, Mr rishi^r, what arc the Poles doing m 
Russia 

‘Holdxng up the telegraph wires, same as everywhere 
else 

That’s not what these ladies and gcntltmen have come 
to hear ’ 

1 jumped to m> feet, clutching the ruler from my desk 
‘Hav( a cart, Mr Crahiie If I fate this rod it’ll h cuitains 
for you * ’ 

‘Why so, MrFishei^’ 

‘It’s a curtain rod ’ 

‘1 don’t wish to know that ’ 
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Stamp plodded in: ‘Same here, it’s got whiskers on it, 
that one.’ We had explained to him fifty times over that 
that was the whole bloody point, but the idea would not 
sink in. It always led Stamp to his own jokes. 

‘If a barber shaves a barber, who talks?’ 

Arthur and I, deadpan, said : ‘Who?’ 

‘Joke over,’ Stamp said, weakly. He went back to the 
poster he was doing for a pea-and-pie supper out Treadmill 
way, Arthur started typing out the new song we had 
written. I got going on the letter. 

Dear M »* Boon, 

Many thanks for your letter of September 2 - 
Dear Mr Boon, 

Yes! / should be delighted to come to London - 
Dear Mr Boon, 

I will be in London ne.xt Saturday - 

The idea of being in London next Saturday, put down 
on paper and staring me in the face, filled my bowels with 
quick-fiusling terror. For as long as I could remember, I 
h;^ been enjoying rich slabs of No. i thinking about Lon- 
don, coughing ray way through the fog to the Odd Man 
Our Club, Chelsea, with its chess tables and friendly, in- 
telligent girls, I was joint editor, with the smiling ‘Jock’ 
Osonolu, a Nigerian student, of the club’s sensational wall- 
sheet, modelled somewhat on the lines of the Ambrosia 
Times- Advocate, I would live in a studio high over the 
Embankment, sometimes with a girl called Ann, a Lon- 
t^loner herself and as vivacious as they come, but more often 
with Lif, not Liz as she actually existed but touched up 
with a No. i ponytail to become my collaborator on a play 
for theatre in the round. Sometimes I could see myself 
starving on the Embankment, the tramp-poet: and now, sit- 
ting at my desk, the idea of actually starving on the Em- 
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bankment suddenly presented itself to me I s^/vitclied over 
into the No 2 thinking with a grmding of the points inside 
my stomach and there I was, feeling for the actual pangs of 
hunger and counting the hot penmes in my pocket Five 
shilhngs left, one egg and chips leaves three and nine, doss 
down at Rowion House, two and nine Evening paper two 
pence-halfpenny, breakfast a tanner, call it two bob, two 
bob, two bub I do not ask for t^*n bob, ladies, I do not ask 
you fur three half crowns Giit me two bob, two bob, two 
bob, two bob, and back I was on the No i, the poet stall- 
holder of Petticoat Lane 

The door-bell tinkl< d and we put on our funeral faees 
but It was nobody only Councillor Duxhury Irh crossed 
floor to his own office with an old man’s shuffle, putting 
all his thought into the gnp of his stick and the pattern of 
the faded, broken Imo A thick, gooa coat sat heavily on 
his bowed back, and th<n wmo enamdled rm'dalliuns on 
his watch-chain At the door of hi room ho half-tutntd, 
moting hid whole body like an old robot, and muttered 
‘Morning lad ’ 

We chanted halt-Jutifully, half iroiucallv ‘Cnmd mern 
mg, Councillor I)u>bury,’ and direct 1 \ the dfH)r was dosed 
began our mutation of lam ‘It’s CuMrzeiilor Duxbury, lad, 
Coum illur Duxbury f ha wun t » aJl I ord Harewoud nus- 
ter, would iha^ Couueillor that s mah ntie Now ihmk 
on ’ 

‘Ah in jQsr tbour thnip< d ' oaid Aithut in broad dialect 
The woid was one we had made up 10 usf 111 the Yorkshire 
chaleet routine, where wc took the Michael out of ( oun 
cilJor Duxbury and people like him Duxburv pi i Jed him- 
self on his dialect which was praetieaPy umntelligible e\en 
to seasoned York«'hirenieii 

‘Tha's getten more bracken ivverv dav lad,' I said 

‘Aye, an' fair sentten anall,’ ^aid Arthur 
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‘I ha mun laik wi* r’ gangling-iron ’ 

‘Aye.* 

We swung into the other half of the routine, which was 
Councillor Duxbury remembenngj as he did every birthday 
in an interview with the Stradhoughton Echo Arthur 
screwed up his face into the lined old man’s wrinkles and 
said* 

‘Course, all this were fields when I were a lad ’ 

and cou^^e, ah'd nobbut one dog to mah feet when ah 
come to Stradhoughton,’ I said m ibt wheezing voice 

‘Tha could get a meat pu and change out o’ fourptnee 

‘Aye, an’ a box at t’ Empire and a cab home at t’ end on 
It ‘ 

‘Ah had to tak' a eab home St^au'^e ah only had one clogf? 
t>aid Arthui 

‘Oh, rii u e that,’ I said, resuming my normal voice 

^ Bastard ’ 

‘Bar reward,’ said Stamp auiomaficallv 

E\ery ^dtu^day night I did a club turn df>wn at one of 
the pubs It < lognon lane, near wheic wc lived It was a 
ectnedv act, but not the kind of ihiiig Dannv Boon would 
b( interested in a slow burning \ orksnire monologue that 
was drummed up mainly b^ Arthur and me at thc^e sessions 
m the office Arthur wa^ more iniercstvd in the singing side 
He did a turn with the band at T )\v twice a week, 
Wednesdays and Saruida\ , trymg vainly to get them to 
plav the songs we had wnricii between us When my own 
tu^-n was hnishtd I would huiT\ over to the Roxv to lisu n to 
ttnm, pretending that I was whisking from one theatre to 
another 'to catch a proraismg act that I was thinkmg of 
booking 

As for Stamp, he did nothing at all except loll abo n m 
the Roxy, wav'^mg his arms about and mouthing ‘Wood- 
chopper’s Bair when ihe band played it 
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‘Saw that bint you used to knock about with ’s morning,* 
he said, when the Duxbury routine was over. 

‘You what?’ 

‘That bint. Her that always used to be ringing you up.* 

I ran flippandy back through the sequence of disasters, 
Audrey, Peggy, Lil, that bint from Morecambe. A depres- 
sion grew inside me as I traced them back almost to my 
schooldays. When I recogmzed the depression, I knew 
whom he was talking about 

I said lightly, knowing what was coining: ^What bmt, 
for Christ sake?’ 

‘That scruff y-looking one Her that always wore that 
suede coat.’ 

r I poured unconcern into my voice ‘Whi^ - Liz What's- 
her-name?’ 

‘Ycr, Woodbine Li/zy Shags like a rattlesnake, doesn’t 
she? She hasn’t got a new coat yet ’ 

So Liz was back in town. I liked the phrase ‘back in 
town’, as though she bad ju'vt ridden in on a h#rse, and I 
tuyt'd with it for a i>ecorid, so as not to think about her 
Diive you out of town, r.ity limits C^et out of town, Logan, 
I’m warning you lor the last time 

It was d month ago since she had left last, with only a 
chance gooa bye, and this time there had been no portcards. 
It was pait ot the nature of Liz to disappear from time to 
rime and I was proud ol her hohemianisrn. crediting her 
with a soul-dccp need to get away and straighten out her 
personality, or to find herself, or soinethmp, but in lesj 
romantic moments I would fall to wondering whether sh/ 
was tarring round the streets with some Amencdi'i airman. 
I had no real feeling for her, but there was always some 
kind of pain when she went away, and when the pain yielded 
nothing, I converted it, like an alchemist busy with the 
seaweed, into something approaching love. 
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'Where did you see her?’ I asked. 

7 don’t know. Walking up Infirmary Street,’ said Stamp. 
‘Why, frightened she’s got another boy friend?’ he said in 
his nauseating, elbuw-proddmg way. 

I said carefully : ‘Thought she’d gone to Canada or some- 
where,’ naming the first country that came into my head, 

‘What’s she come back for, then?’ said Stamp. 

I was trying to find a caution^ way of going on with it 
when Arthur came to the rescue. He had been handling the 
switchboard 

‘Nev-^T use a preposition to end a sentence with,’ he said. 

I often told myself that I had no friends, only allies, 
barded together in some kind of conspiracy against the 
others. Arthur was one of ih 'm We spoke together mainly 
in catchphrases, hidden words that the others could not 
understand. 

‘I must ask you to not split infinitives,’ I ^aid gratefully, 
in the light relieved vtuce 

‘Hear about the bloke who shot the owl?’ said Arthur. 
‘It kept sjiying to who instead of to whom ’ 

‘Shouldn't It be Wbt»\ Whom instead of Who’s Who?’ 
I -iud, not for ih* first time that week Even our ordinary 
conversations were like the soft-shoe shuffle routine with 
which we enlivened the ordinary day. I was perfectly aware 
that I was stalling, and I turned back tc» Stamp 

‘Did voii speak to her?’ 

‘Sp^'ak to who^’ 

‘To whom Woodbine I i/zy,’ I said, burning with shame 
for using the nickname Stamp had given her 

*No,'^ust said hullo She was with somebody,’ he said, 
as though 11 did not mailer But ii was my first bit ‘sf emo- 
tional meat this morning, and 1 was determined to make 
it matter, and to gel ihc pam back inside where it belonged. 

‘Who was she with?’ 
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7 don’t know, I don’t ask people for their autographs. 
What’s up, are you jealous, eh? Eh^’ He pronounced the 
word ‘jealous* as though it were something he had dug up 
out of the garden, still hot and writhing. 

The door-bell tinkled again ‘Shop,’ called Arthur softly, 
gettmg up A small woman, all the best clothes she had 
collected together on her body, peered round the door, 7s 
this wheie you come to arrange for t’ funerals^’ 

Arthui walked re’^pcctfully over to the counter 
‘Ah’\e been in t’ ^rong shop Ah thought it were next 
door’ She leaned heavily on the countci, her arms folded 
against it, and began to spv II out her name 

1 got up, stifHy, feeling the talcndais under my pullover, 
pnd the waft of cold air uhen I separated them horn my 
shirr ‘Oft for a slash,’ I niurtc ud to Swamp and v^i nt down 
stairs among the cardboard bo\ts of shroud^ and coihn 
h indies I pottered aimlc‘sly among the wreath-cird'. and 
the bales of -valin Iming looling tor ^oineihmg voith 
having, and then went into the Lavatory 

The lavatorv at Sbadratk and Ouvbury’s jhad a little 
shaving mirror on the door where ShadricK could impiCt 
his boils Mv>re es a matter of loniiiK ihui anything else 
I pur my longue out and looked n it Iheie mct' ‘■onic 
Kin.ps at the back of mv throat that 1 had never noticed 
before Patting iht Mibj^ci t>f F j/ oi> one ndr, I began 
putting my f ngue bciwcin my hntrer, seeing iJ the lumps 
got worse farther down and wondering it this v^ere the 
beginning gingi\ui> which Stamp, with some justice, 
had sufteicd the ycai before The shaip pain in mv chest 
I located as the tdre of the caltndais .hovinj, avnnsT 
my rib*^ I ^he^.k<d the bolt on rlif door again, and tock 
the calendars out from under my pullover Ihev were 
dog-eared now, with well-established ci eases acioss the 
envelopes The top one was addicssed to an old mother 
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superior at the nunnery down by the canal I took out ±e 
calendar and folded the envelope m four, a surprising bulki- 
ness I rammed the envelope mto my side-pocket, where the 
passion pills were, and held the calendar in my hands, the 
other three grimly gripped under my arm. 

Ihere was a brown-prinied page for each month The 
months tore off, and at the bottom of each month was a 
quotation I knew some of them bv heart ^Thc only richer 
you will take to heavt n are those you ^voe aa^ay* - January 
*7 htnk all you speak, but speak not all you *htnk* - Febru- 
ary ‘/f takes sixty muscles to fro7on, hut only thirteen to 
smile Why waste energy' - April 1 tore off the leaves one 
by on'* and dropped them mto the Vnatotv When I had 
reached October, *Jt a gudt heart that sa\s nae ill, but^a 
heitci he tit t that ihinls noyie^ I decided that that was 
enough for iht time hcini? md pulled the bngth of rough 
Mimg thai strstd for a chain As the v^cd-up pieces of 
paper svvim iroaiul in the watei I nud hurncdlv to count 
thi m Jaii'UTy to Ooober inclusnc pige% in case I had 
diopptd on the flcK^r for Sfadrack to hnd and invcsa- 
gttc I he water resumed its t»wn level 1 o iny horror about 
hilf a do'< n calendar leasts, sogg\ and >iill «^wimming, re- 
miincd I began gnawing niy lover up and checking the 
signs of panic heart, sweaty palm^, tingling anlles, like a 
mi^fhanu sen icing a eir T ifushc * tlx lacatory again but 
there was onl\ a heavy /ml mg noe<. and a kle* of water 
as the ballcock prou led 1 perched nnself m the side of 
the Scrubbed seal and waited, staring at the mother super- 
ior’s calendar Hhou sthn huup simdiwe to the lives of 
othcjs cannot keep it fre^m themseloes^ - November 

J could hear Councillor Duxbury clumping about up- 
stairs, diinlessl} opening drawcis and counting his ricmcy 
Without much effort I drifted mto Ambrosia, where the 
Grand Yeomanry were still limping past the v\ai memorial, 
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their left arms raised in salute ts often wondered how the 
left-hand salute, peculiar to Ambrosia, originated. Accounts 
differ, but the most widely-accepted explanation is that of 
the seven men who survived the Battle of Wakefield all, by 
an amanng coinadence, had lost their tight amis It was 
necessaty for them to salute their Ptendent 

The stairs creaked and there ’were footsteps on the stone 
floor outside Somebody ra tied the loose knob of the 
lavatory door 1 waited for them to go away, but I could 
hear the heavy breathing I began to start up a tuneless 
whistling so that ihcv would know the booth was engaged, 
and to back track ihroagh my recent thoughts to check 
that I had not been talking to myself The duor-tattlmg 
^Sniinutd 

‘Somv.oiie in here,’ 1 cilltd 

I hea^d the \oiiCt of Stamp "Whu you doing, man, 
writing >our v ill ^ ut 

It was the kind of remuk Gran would shorn up tb< stairs 
at hom<. Tj's ofl ’ I bouied, a> I would dcarJv luv( loved 
to sh<iut at (/rin in thv^ anie utiufon Suiup | a-vuig 
at the dooi It ^hcre h id o a ke\ljolf hi would ha\e bi'^v-n 
pcepmg »hi<’ugn it by now 

‘Ni> /riling mucky word-^ on the walb* he ^alUd I 
did nui reph Mimf) begaa qiu tmg, ‘Gemufiten, you hiroe 
the futur* af B if^lar<i vow hand ' The last few wc'^^ds 
weie brtaihVo md im impanied b> a scripiiig noiH on 
the flexor and it was obvit us that hi wa* jumping up and 
down, trying lo peer over iht lop of tht door ‘Naff off, 
Stamp, for Ch^isi ,alv< I called 1 stood up The ^oggf 
littii Dalis of papi T* wei * ull m the la\a oiy but Wared not 
pull thi chain again while Stamp was still ihcr-^ I picked 
up the other calendars from the floor where I had pui them 
and stuck them back unde iny pullover, trying not u\ let 
the siift paper crackle Outside, Stamp begaii grunting in 
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what be imagined to be an imitation of a man in the throes 
of constipation. 

‘Bet you're reading a mucky book,’ he said in a hoarse 
whisper through the door. I let him ramble on. ‘Bet y’are, 
bet you're leading a mucky book. “His hand care^ied her 
^ilken knee and excited by his own fevered images, 
he began to mouth obscemties through the cracks in the 
deep green door. 

There was another sound on the stairs, this time the 
furry padding of light sutde shoes, and 1 could imagine the 
yellow socks and the i hocolat e-brown gaberdmes that went 
%vith them I heard the nasal, nosey voice of Shadiack: 
‘Haven i you anything to do upstairs, Stamp?’ and Stamp, 
cra.»hing his voire info second geai to simulatt^ someihjpg 
approaching' respect, laying, ‘Just waiting to go mto the 
toilet, Mr Shadrack ’ 

‘Yes rh(»ught some of you spend too much time 
down line har t<)o much time/ said Sbadrack He picked 
at word*' as other people piciad ai spots 

Shidni^k wts not the stocl cartoon undertakei, although 
would \u\c made a K<x>d model foi other stock cartoems, 
notably the one con^eniing the psvcbutrist’s couch He 
was, for a start, only about twenty five years old, although 
grown old with quick expencnce, like forced rhubarb His 
geneial approach and demtanonr was that of the second- 
hdod car salesman, and he had in fact at one time been 
one in the south He was m the undertakmg business be- 
cause hi^ old man was in it before him and old Shadrack 
had been, so to '•peaK ytiung Shadrack's first account. 
After ihat he lately anended foncrali and would indeed 
have found it difiicult in \kw of the R A F. Ma7er and the 
canaiy-Mdouted pullover which, sported being ihc woid, he 
sported But he was useful to the firm m that, besides 
having inherited half of u, he could get round old ladies. 
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He was a member of most churches in Stradhoughton and 
to my certain knowledge was a card-carrying Unitarian, a 
Baptist, a Methodist, and both High and Low Church. 

‘You’d better gel up into the oflSce,’ I heard him say to 
Stamp. ‘Fve got to go out.’ 

Stamp shuffled off, murmuiing inarticulate servilities,* I 
called: ‘Is that you, Mi Shadrack?’ 

He either did not hear or did not choose to hear, but 
started fidgeting among the coffin handles, just outside the 
lavatory door. 

‘Is that Mr Shadrack?’ 

‘Yes, there's someone watting to come in there,’ he said 
testily, 

. ‘Shan’t be a minute,’ I called in the high monotone of a 
man hailing dovn from the attic ‘I was wondering if 1 
could see you before wu go <iut^’ 

‘Whar>’ 

The voire 1 had chostn was beginning to sound ridicu- 
lous ‘Was wondering if I could see you, 'fore go 
out.’ 

Shadrack called back: ‘Yes, I've been thinking it’s abool 
time w^e had a liuie talk’ Perched in my ^.old cell, I 
wondered miserably w^hat he meant by that and skimmed 
quickly through a condensed uiveritoiv of the things he 
might know about 

‘Well I can’t see you n(*w, Fisher, I’ve got to arrange 
a funeral You'll have to C4»mc back after lunch.' 

Eveiy Saturday afternoon, after the firm had closed for 
the day, Shadrack started messing about with a drawing- < 
board he kept in his office. He was irymg to design a 
contemporary coffin. So far he had not had the nerve to 
try and uitcrest (xiuncilkr Duxbury m the project, the 
Councillor being an oak and brass fittings man, bui he 
spent a lot of time drawing stteamlined caskets, as he called 
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thetn, on yellow scratchpads. One thing he bad succeeded 
in doing was fitting out the funeral fleet, including the 
hearse, with a radio system. When there was a funeral 
Shadrack would sit in his office saying ‘Abie-Peter, Able- 
Peter, over’ into a microphone. So far as I could remem- 
bers nobody ever answered him, and I could not think what 
he would have said if they had, except : ‘Divert funeral to 
Manston Lane Chapel, over.’ He kept a copy of The Loved 
One in his desk, but only to get ideas. 

I called : ‘Righto, Mr Shadrack.’ 1 did not know whether 
he had gone back upstairs or whether he was still prowling 
about outside. Not to take chances, I flushed the lavatory 
again. When the water had flowed away there were two 
little balls of paper still floating about. I took the thlicji:, 
folded envelope out of my pocket and, my face disfigured 
by nausea, scooped the two soggy leaves of calendar out of 
the lavatory. I stuffed them inside the envelope and 
crammed it into my pocket. Then I unbolted the door. 
Shadrack was standing immediately behind, and he glanced 
me up an<j down like a customs officer as I passed. 

« Upstairs, Arthur had his raincoat on, waiting to go out 
for coffee. Before I ci»uld speak, Stamp called: ‘Here he 
is! Reading muckv books in the bog!‘ I reached for my 
own raincoat Stamp shouted, hoarsely so that Shadrack 
could noi hear downstairs, ‘Lofs have a read! What you 
got. Lady Chafterley's Lover f' He dived forward and be- 
gan scragging me around the stomach. He felt the stiff 
calendars under niy pullover and bellowed in triumph : ‘He 
has! He has! He’s got a mucky book under his jersey! 
Coarrr/«Dirty old man 1 ’ 

I seized his wrists and snapped: "Take your frigging 
mucky hands off my pullover, stupid-looking crow 1 ’ 

‘Give us your mucky book,’ pleaded Stamp, w'heezing in 
his joke-over way. 
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Arthur was twiddling the door-handle impatiently. ‘Are 
you coming out for coffee?’ I pulled my coat on. 

‘Don’t be all day, you two, I want some,’ said Stamp. 
‘Get stuffed,’ I said. 

‘Don’t take any wooden bodies,’ Arthur called fiom the 
door. 

‘Get stuffed,’ said Stamp. 
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Stradiiougii ION was littered with objects for our de- 
rision We would make 1 a^ust speeches from the steps of 
the laUs ollccj and wc had been in rioublc moie than 
once fo- doing our Tommy Aikins loi rinc under the war 
mcrooTial in Town Square Someiimcs we would walk 
down Mailet Street shouting ‘Apples i pound pears’ lo 
confuse the costtnnongers with thtir le^ihcr jackets and 
then Max Milk 1 patter 

The memorial vase to Josiah Olrovd m Shadiack’s 
window alwavs tnppercd off thr iroublr at t mill routine, 
a kind ot stnal with Arthur talnig the ja.t of Olroyd and 
I the wayward son 

As we to walk down St Loiolph’s Passage, Arthur 

struck up, ‘Ihrrs alius bten uii Olrovd at Olioyd’s mill, 
aiid th-i illu* will be Nt w \ou c init ere with your 
college w ays and you want none ot it * 

‘Bill father* most 11 li\e ou. hve^ according lo our 
liehts I began m ihc high piicb^d unxvtrsny voice 

‘Don’t ^ i’ me inv o' von tarn, lail * aid \ilhur, reflect- 
ing with su‘fieious a^curuy iIh icu >t ih^ old man at 
breakfast You broke youi moilier s ht ut, lad Do vou 
know that^’ 

‘Father* The men* They n comipp up the drive** 

We iflrncd into Sti >wi^<*ing oui arms from 

side !o suk like men on a Ivnehing "put Aithur held up 
an imaginarv laruem 

Oh, so It’s thee Nrd 1 cither* Ye'd run agunst me, 
would ve^’ 
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In the university voice: ‘Nov^, Leather, what’s afoot?’ - 
and before Arthur could seize the part for himself, I 
switched accents and got into the character of Ned Leather. 
‘Oh, so it’s the young lord and master up from Oxford and 
Cambridge, is it? Well see about thee in a minute, im- 
pudent young pup ! ’ 

Arthur, piqued as always because I had got the Ned 
Leather dialogue for myself, dropped the routine. We 
walked in silence past the pork butchers and the dry- 
cleaning shops stulied with yellow peg-board notices, and 
turned into Moorgatc, I was in a fairly schizophrenic state 
of mind. I was looking into the distance to catch a glimpse 
of Liz in her green suede jacket, but at the same time 
unsing myself ready to meet Rita, who worked in the cafe 
where we had our niormug break. Digging try hand<> into 
my pockets 1 couJrl feel Stamp’s litile box of passion pills, 
and this icminded me of the Witch. I \\as thinking con- 
fusedly ab(tur all rhice of them when Artbui began clear- 
ing his throat co adjust his vok< into onlinaj\f speech, f 
had noticed belore that when he had somethn g unpalat- 
able to say b* would prefac* it with a bit of clowning fit n 
cilher tlie ttotible at l' mill or Duxbury loutint^ 

‘My mother’s been saying how nice ii wniuld be if our 
families could get together,’ he said at length. 

•God forbid,' I said. 

A star feature of my No. 2 thinking was a moibid dread 
of Arthui’s mother meeting my ninthei. I had once told 
Arthui’s mother, in a looj>e mt»mcnt, that I had a sister 
called Sheila. 

‘And she wants lc» send some old toys to the kids as 
well,’ said Arthur 

‘All contributions gratefully received,’ I said, still flip- 
pant. 

I wondered to myself why f had ever started it. In the 
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odd bored moments, waiting for Arthur to tic his tie in the 
quiet ticking house where he lived^ I had got Sheila married 
to a grocer’s assinant m the market called Erie. Eric, 
prospering, now had three shops of his own, two in Leeds 
and one m Bradford As conversaiuin lagged between me 
and Arthur’s mother, I had gnen Eric and Sheila two 
children; Norma, now aged three, and Michael, aged one 
and a half Michael had unlortunatcly been born with a 
twisted foot, but medical skill on the part of one Dr Ubu, 
an Indian attached to Leeds University, had left him with 
a hsTi lly noticeable hmp Arthur had of^en asked me to kill 
my sister off and put the kids in a home, but the long- 
drawn-out mourning and a Shadrack and Dnxbury funeral 
were beyond me I felt iiidiguani that his mother shoulfl 
t lie so niuib interest in a familv of what, after all, were 
total Miaiigf rs to her 

‘Aiij'way, dfm’t Ut \our moihir come near ow house,’ I 
said I’ve told ’tm she’s in hospital v ith a broken leg This 
was the truth not the trurh that Aifhur's mother was m 
hospi al Ijui the tiaih that 1, u fide me over some awk- 
v^id moment, had said she was 

The iiouble with 3011 cocker, is you’re a pathological 
bloodv liar, said Arthur 

‘VC < 11, 1 VC seen tiie psvchijtust an i - 

‘Kinolv leave the couch 

Wt icsonied our silc ucc, this caie more uncomfortable 
than the last I saw that wc had a hundrt * yards to go be- 
fore th( cafe, and I switched into the Nc 1 thinking foi a 
bnel monung built uu My No 1 mother was on * ‘Billy, is 
thi** anfthor of youi ^hu dy practical jukes'*’ The idea of 
switching in bioughi a radio mto mv mind, a little white 
portable smgmg among the 1 ubber-pJants on the -slung 
shelves as I mixed the drinks before dinner My No 1 
mothei said: foi Ciod’s sake turn oft that bloody 



box ! ’ but this brought me back to the Vim-scoured face 
of my actual mother and her letter to ‘Housewives’ Choice’, 
Cornered between the Guilt Chest and the spectre of 
Arthur s mother it was with some relief that I saw that we 
were outside the glassy, glacial doors of the Kit-Kat caf6 
and Its monstrous, wobbling plaster sundae. 

The Kit-Kat was another example ot Stradhoughton 
moving with the times, or rat ^er dragging its wooden leg 
about five paces behind the times. The plaster sundae 
was all that was supposed to be left of a former tradition 
of throbbing urns, slophouse cooking, and the thin tide of 
biscuit crumbs and tomato pips that was symbolic of Strad- 
houghton public catering The Kir-Kat was now a coffee 
bar, or thought it \sas It had a cacKliiig espresso machine, 
a few empty pi im -pots, and about half a dozen glass plates 
with brciWii sugar itt^K all o\er them The ^flpplcd walls, 
ahhough redccoiired, rcmuiica stiaight mill bar a kind 
of ITicatre Royal backcloth sho\^irg Pick \X%ttmgton 
and hi'' cat hiking it icross >omv. ol ih» mort roTlmg ilalcs 
Where the cofl^e-bii element really fell down, however, 
was in the per'^onahry ol Rna on v^hom I was now tja*»n- 
mg the sights ol mv anxiety With her shiny while over- 
all, her mottled blond( hai», and her thick red lips she 
could have trinsniognfav.d the Ore it Norths rr Hotel itself 
into a steamy millibar wuh one wipe oi her tea-eloih 
‘You know, dark saiamc mills I can put up with/ I ' iid 
as we climbed on fh< wobbling stools ‘Bui when it eonus 
to daik '‘ataiue pow^T stations, darl saianic housing 
estates and dark satanic coffee bars 

‘Pui on another rceoid, kid, we’^e heard that one be- 
fore,’ said Arthur in a surprisingly coarse voice 

The kit-Kat was full of people of the Stamp variety, 
all making hidcxius puns and leanmg hea\ily on the J’’ e- 
stopped-smoking-I-do-ii every-day kmd of conveisauon. 
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Rita was serving chocolate Penguins to a mob of cyclists at 
the other end of the bar. She waved, tinkling her fogers as 
though playing the piano, and I waved back. 

‘Watch your pockets, fellers! See if they measure you 
up!’ This was the standard greeting from the Stamp 
crowd for any of us from Shadrack and Duxbury’s, and the 
reply was: ‘Drop dead.’ - ‘Will you bury me if I do?’ 
- ‘Free of charge, mate,’ and that was the end of the 
responses. 

‘No, look, seriously though, you haven’t said our old 
woman’s broken her leg, have you?’ said Arthur. 

‘Course I have.’ 

‘She’ll go bloody bald, man ! What if I’d called at your 
house and your old woman had asked after her?’ 

‘You would have risen to the occasion,’ I said mock- 
heroically. 

‘The liefulness is terrific,’ said Arthur, entering reluc- 
tantly into the mood of banter. 

I toyed with the Persj^ex-covered menu, advertising 
onion soup that did not exist. ‘Think Stamp really did see 
L^z this morning? ’ I said. 

‘i don’t bloody know, man,’ Arthur said, adding irrele- 
vantly : ‘Fve lost track of your sex-life.’ 

‘No, I was just wondering,’ 1 said. 

Arthur nodded furtively up the bar towards Rita, who 
was still engaged in primitive verbal by-play with the 
cyclists. ‘Listen,’ he whispered hoarsely ‘Which one of 
’em are you supposed to be engaged 'o — her or the 
Witch?’ 

‘Thais an academic question.’ 

‘Well you can’t be engaged to them both at once, for 
Christ sake,’ said Arthur. 

I turned a wryly-haunted face to him. ‘How much have 
you got says I can’t?’ 
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‘Jesus wept ! ’ said Arthur. 

The posmon with Rita was that I had had my eye on 
her ever smce she moved into the Kit-Kat from a transport 
caK m the Huddersfield Road, her natural habitat A life 
of mechamcal badinage with lorry drivers had left her 
somewhat low on the conversational lesel, but she was a 
good, or at least a stolid, hsiener The previous night, m 
an eloquent mood, I had proposed maniage and Rita, 
probably thuikmg it bad manners to refuse, had accepted 
The only complicated thing was that I was already engaged 
to the Witch, so that Rita’s status roughly that of fir»t 
reserve in the mainmonial *cam 

‘Well which one of them’s got the iiaffing tngagtneni 
9ng>’ whispered Ai thui 

1 said ‘Weil, the Witch had it. cml} I’ve got ii back 
I’m supposed to be getting it adjU'.tcd at the jewtllers’ 
The Witch’s engagemMit ung m its lirih blut box, I now 
remembered, wo among iht items of loot in mv jatka 
pockets I wondered in a fleeting pamc what xht)^ would 
make of it all il I was knoehd down bv a b^is ar d mv 
posses >101)’' wete sent honn to Hilleust 

*Whos next on the list VCoodbine I i//n odid 
Arthur 

‘No,’ I said ‘Wv, can accept no fuither engigcmenis 

Wun that down, sail Aithur 

At the other end of the comuer, Rita’' eon\eT'satioa 
with the c veils? s ended abruptly one of them stumbled 
over the tight boundaries of propMeiv ‘^he pU(hv.d her 
mill tinged masculinf voice at its most raucous to call 
back ‘Gerron home yer mother wants yer I )ots for 
loaftins*’ as she tumid away and sauntered down the bar, 
running the gauntlet of snindaid raillery as ^he cainc to 
greet us There was no doubt a? all that the Stamp crowd 
had something to whistle about Rita was a natuial tot 
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every beauty contest where personality was not a factor. 
She had already been Miss Stradhoughton, and she had 
been voted The (rifl We Would Most Like To Crash The 
Sound Barrier With by some Amenran airmen 
Arthur slumped himself apc-fa^hion across the bar. 
‘Gimme two cawtces^ ham on r\e, slice blueberry pie,’ he 
drawled, a snatch from the Vanks in a drugstore 
routme which we weie still perfecting 

‘Oo, look what’s crawled out of the cheese/ said Rita 
‘Marlon Brando ’ 

Tf I fire this rod ii’ll be curtains for you, sister/ said 
Arthur oat of tht sidt of hia mouth 

‘Ycr, cos it’s a curtain rod Fi-ll us summat w^e don’t 
know ’ 

Well come on, lOire, pour u, a >flfe/ 1 said speaking 
for tht hr>t time 

ver knt» ’ «^aid Rita without rancour, strolling 
oeei to the espn ^ ^.o machine So far ihtie had been no sign 
from invhody her, me oi anvhody tlse, that we were 
cugagtd to.bc mimed 

^Someone out of tht S^ainp crowd preparing to leave, 
called out C omng lo tl»r < >d<^on umigbr, Rita, back row, 
eh**' Without turning rc und sht calKd back* "They wun’t 
let you in «t\ in ' A” picture 

hvcryhody I kii* w sp<i\ in clubes, but Rita spoke as 
ihougli sh‘* goT her woras out of a aoi machine, whole sen- 
tciicis ready-packed in a dispi>sihle imfoil wrapper There 
wi> little meaning left in anything she actualb said, her few 
• rough phrases had been s(» worn through constant use that 
she nos^rdud not on woids but on the voice itself, and 
the modularum of ihc animal sounds it pioductd, to 
expre^'S the few rhtcl ^labs of meamng of which she was 
capable. In momenio of tenderness a certain gruffness, like 
Woodbine smoke would curl into htr iliroat, out she had 
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long ago forgotten, and probably never knew, the vocabu- 
lary of human kindness. 

She slopped the coffee in front of us, Joe’s Cafe style, 
and rested her elbows on the counter, her bosom - itself 
a clich6, like a plaster relief given away by the women’s 
magazines - protruding over the bar. She now thought it 
necessary to make some delicate reference to the fact that 
we had had a momentous time of it the night before. 

‘What time did you get in last night?’ she said. 

‘ ’Bout one o’clock,’ I said. ‘Our old man went crackers 
this morning. Should’ve heard him.’ 

‘Me mam did as well. I’ve got to stop in on Monday. 
Why, did you miss your bus or summat?’ 

A- ‘Yer - ’ad to walk,’ I said, falling chamcl eon-like into 
her own tongue. 

‘Why didn’t you take a taxi, old man, old man?’ said 
Arthur in his Western Brothers voice. 

‘Oo, hark at Lord Muck,’ said Rita. ‘You should have 
gone to Town Square, got an all-night bus.’ 

This was the sequence and rhythm of daylight love-play 
as she knew it, a kind of oral footy-footy that was the 
nearest she could get to intimate conversation. 

‘No, I like walking,’ I said. 

Rita said, ‘Tramp, tramp, tramp, the boys are marching,’ 
in the derisory tone she used to apologize for putting her 
tongue to a quotation. 'Anyway^ you’re lucky, you can 
always get your shoes mended free.’ 

I was puzzled by the remark until I remembered, dredg- 
ing among the fallen platitudes of the night before, an invi-; 
tation I had made to Rita to come to Sunday 'VLea. The 
invitation had been make-weight, a kind of free coupon 
along with the proposal, but in the course of it I had told 
her that the old man was a cobbler with a shop down 
Clogiron Lane. 
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‘Oh, yer,’ I said. ‘Are you soil going to the Roxy lo- 
nighr>’ 

‘Yei’ 

‘Have I to see you made, or outside^’ 

‘Are you kidding^’ 

‘Just thought I’d get away without paying,’ I said It 
was standard, ready-to-use repartee, e\pected and indeed 
sought after ‘See you outside ihen, 'bout nine o’clock Are 
you still coming for \oui tea tomorrow^’ 

‘Yer, if you lik Anyviv, wt ’ll h\ that up tomght,’ she 
said 

Rita d d not know it, but the matter was already fixed 
rht old man would be called avay lo mspect a load of 
Cio\( rnmeni >>urplus rubber hecK m Harrogate, my mother 
would take the opportunity oi a lifi to visit niy Aunt Polly 
in Oile^ or somewhere and the tea would be postponed 
r hid not yu ta^kl<d die problem of th< Roxy, to which I 
wa^ iho sufipo^ed be going with the Witch Arthur, by 
my ^id wd LOVLTinp hn face with hi hands and making 
quiet c'iv>ing noises in a pintomime of ama/emenr 
I j^a\e Inin a quick *ick on iht loot diid felt m mv pocket 
tor thv. little blue bo\ with me Witch s engagement ring 
in It 

I ry thi on for i7t5’ I said, sliding it ^asualK across the 
uMinu r 

‘Whar, n It for rrt'* said Rna in her gormics^ wav 
Who do vou « hink it’^ foi \our moth 'r 

She opened the box and put the cheap, iny engage- 
ment ring on hci fingci, as the igh expecting a practical 
loke ‘Jug fits,’ she said grudgingly ‘Why, you haven't 
feoMg/it 11, hav^' yer^ 

‘No, he knocked it off out of Woolwoith’s window,' 
said Arthur, who had started whistling tunelessly and 
k oking up at the ceiling 
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*Oo, it can speak!’ jeered Rita. She changed her voice 
to find the unfamiliar tone of gratitude. ‘Anyway, ta. I 
won't wear it now, cos you know what they’re like in here.* 
I could see the picture of marnage forming in her mind, the 
white wedding, the drawers crammed full of blankets, the 
terrace house with the linoleum squares, the seagrass 
stools, and the novel horseshoe companion-set in satin- 
brass. 1 felt pleased to have brought her this temporary 
pleasure, but there was no time to lose, and already I was 
racing ahead with the No. i thinking, breakmg the engage- 
ment with the big speech about intumpatibility. 

The glass doors of the Kit-Kat rocked open, and one of 
the bully lorry drivers with whom Rita had had barren 
and wintry affaiis in the past shambled in. 'Look what the 
cat’s brought tn,’ said Rita loudly. She* slipped the engage- 
ment ring mto her overall pocket and re-ser her face mto 
gum-chewiijg noiu halarte 

I was smiling as v-t walked back to thr ollicc ‘What have 
you got 10 gnn about said Arthur 

‘Those who bring sunshinf into the lives of others can- 
not keep It from themselves ’ T said 
‘You v^hat^' 

'A quotation from Messieurs Shadrack and Duxburv’s 
calendars.’ 1 saiJ The calendars were still warm and sharp 
under nay pullover, but they had become a parr of my 
clothing, like an armoured 

‘You re going to oe up foi bk»ody bigam)^ mate, that’s 
what you're gome: to be up tor,’ said Arthur 
I tried to look as though 1 knew iiiore than he did about 
my affairs, and we walked on along Moorgate 

‘Have I told you I m leaving?" I said, putting it as casu- 
ally as I could 

‘Yes, we’ve heard that one before as said Arthur, 
I wondered whether to tell him at all, or whether jivt 
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to vanish, turning up self-consciously in a camel-hair coat 
years later like somebody commg home in uniform 
‘Fm going to London,’ I said 
‘Wbdt as - road-sweeper^’ 

‘Ay road sweepah on the road - to fame * ’ I cried in the 
grandiloquent voice When it came to the p<»int, I was 
embarrassed about telling him I added, in a shuffling 
kind of way: ‘Fve got that job with Dann\ Boon ’ 

‘You haven't*’ 

‘Yup Seiipiwriter, start next week ’ 

‘Jimmy bugger* Have \ou ihoiu^h, honest?' 

‘Cour‘ I have Don't tell anybody, though will vou>’ 
‘Couise 1 won’t When did vou fix tha^ up, then>* Ar- 
thur was finding it hard to keep the itate*? of envy out 
hi‘ voice 

‘He >ent me a letter ’ 

Arthur stopped ibruptly m thi middle of the <treci and 
gave me what ni\ mother would hau described as an 
old fashioned look 

l(T set II he said holding hi hmd om ie‘^ignedl> 

I remtmbcied where I Ind left the letter, 
111 the pocKet i>f the raincoat I used for a dressing-gown, 
ind I wondk-red it my mother was snoojnng round read- 
mg It 

\ oinc 1 n - ktt id said Arthur, clicking his fingers 
1 havv.n t go^ It with me ’ 

‘N<j, thought not Fll be lit v e it w hi n I ' ee it " 

‘All right, you wan nil next week, I snd, ming hard to 
^Lt into the spirit of jocular injured iiinoeciiee but suc- 
ceeding oslv in the injured innocence 

‘What's he pa\mg you, theii^’ He was as bad as my 
mother 

‘Wait till next week ’ 

‘No, what's he paying vou>’ 

51 



‘Wait till next week. You don’t believe me, so wait iiU 
next week,^ 

We were back m St Botolph’s Passage. I started on an 
indignant sliver of No i thinking ‘The Danny Boon 
Show^ Script by Billy Fisher, produced by ’ Befoie 1 
could get any further \nith this, I delected the pale shape of 
Stamp, hoppmg about in Shadrack’s doorway, making an 
elaborate show of tutimg and looking at hia watch 
‘Where’\e you been for your offee - Bradford 
‘No, Wakefield,' I said, bad-tempered Stamp buttoned 
his splitting lather gloves 

‘The Witch has been ringing up for you ’ h^* said ‘She 
rang up twice Tm off to tell Rita you’re two timing, hei ’ 
‘Piss off,’ I said 

‘An>way, she said if she doesn’t ring back sht want*^ to 
meet >ou at (me o clod , usual pldv,c 
‘She ’ll bt lufky' 

‘Dot, ^he hhas’* ""aid Stamp, speaking the phrav as 
though If wtrt htadliiic T irlui it him, htlf raising 
my dhow and went inio ii * ofh c 
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At the far end of St Botolph’s Passage, 4 >ast the green 
wioughl-iron urinal, was a broken-down old lych-gate 
Icidmg into the churchyard St Botolph’s, a daik, dank 
slum ot a church, was the home of a Ladies’ Guild, a choir, 
some mob called the Shinmg Hour, and abc^t half a dozen 
other orgam/ations, but so far as 1 knew it had no actual 
congregation except Shadrack, who went there sometimes 
lf)ol<ing for trade 'Ihe chiirchydrd iiscll had long agg 
closed for business and most of the people in xi had been 
earned away by the Black Death It had a wayside pulpit 
whose message this week was * 'I* is Better To Cry Over 
Split Mil) Than 1 * Pry And Put It Back In The Bottled a 
S3W' that did not strike me foi one as being particularly 
'man 

i icaihed ihv lywb-gaie at one o'clock, stiaiglit alter work 
The Witch vs as fond of the chinchyaid as a rendezvous 
Wc had first met at the St BoTolph\ vouth club and she 
was a grext (me for the sentimental assouations She was 
abo very fond v)f the ’'tames ot hole rngtls around the 
trraves, vvliieli she thought beautiful Sht %liaicd with Shad- 
rack a liking for the sloppv bus of v^erse the more 
modern headstones 1 w’oiild have liked to hav‘ seen her as 
Stradhoughion's first won'an undertaker 

r sat d»wn on the cracked stone bench inside the porch 
and collected at least some ol mv thoughts logcther The 
fust thing was to get the stack of creased calendars out 
fiom under my pullover My stomach felt cramped and 
cold where they had bet n I pulled the envelope of soggy 
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paper gingerly out of my jacket pocket. Then I bundled the 
whole lot together and shoved it under the porch seat, where 
no one would ever look That seemed to dispose of the 
calendars. I took out of my pocket the folded carbon copy 
of a letter I had written to Shadrack on the firm’s notepaper 
when I got back from the Kit-Kat. 

Dear Mr Shadrack, 

\^tth regret I must ask you to accept my resignation from 
Shadrack and Duxbwy^s You probably know that whir 
enjoying my work with the firm exceedingly^ I have always 
regarded it as teynporaty carer t I hat e now succt t ded m 
obtaining a post with Mi Danny Boon^ the I ondon 
comedian^ and / do fed that this is meat m line with my 
future ambition^ 

I lealize that you are entitled to one tieeVs notice, hut 
under th (irtum^iartccs I uondu if it would he possible 
to wun^c *his fortnahtv May I a\ hoe graft fm / am for 
all the help ^ou hate gizen me clunne my stay anh the 
Fi^m 

M\ hst [crsorial r^gaul to your <lj ard Councillor 
Duxbury 

I was rathei pita cd with the laur, ospitiilly iht bit 
about bemg grat< lul tnr ShadraA help, hut stilj apprthtn 
'^ive about the nil r\uw it would he ne(.e‘sar\ lo have with 
hm» when I liad imish* d with the Wiuh 1 speculated idly 
on w'hat he was gttang at b> saving it was about time we 
had a little talk I looked out at the chinch clock and 
thought neter mind in one hour it will all be over I put 
the letter awav again and began thinking about the W'tch, 
the slow and imt^utent angtr brewing up a^. it dwavs did 
whenever I dwelt on her for any length of lime. 

The point about the Witch was that she was completely 
sexless She was latge, clean, and, as I knew to my cost, 
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wholesome. I had learned to dishke everything about her I 
did not carCj to begin ♦with, for her face: the scrubbed, 
honest look^ as healthy as poi ridge I disliked her for her 
impeccable shorthand, her senseless, sensible shoes, and her 
handbag crammed with oianges The Witch did noihmg 
else but eat oranges She had in fact been peeling a tangerme 
when 1 propt'Std to her during a youth-club hike to Ilkley 
Moor, and her way of consummating the idea had been to 
pop a tangerine quarter in mv mouth She had not been 
\eiy much amused when I said, ‘With thiN orange I thee 
wcd\ 

Whai 1 most disliked her for were the sugar-mouse 
kisses and the wriiikling-no‘ e endearments which she 
seemed to think svmboli/ed ‘ome kind of grand passion I 
had already cured her ol calling me ‘pet lamb’ by gomg 
‘Jesus H Christ ’’ ^xplosnely when ^he said it The Witch 
had satd stole niiouJy ‘Thou shall not take the name of 
the I Old thy Ciocl in vain ’ I chshked her tor her senten- 
tiousncss, too 

Put it the booty in my raincoat pockets was a dirty, 
iniinplcd big of cbo» ohtes ihat had been there for months 
I had bought them when Stamp handed over his white 
bu\ i^t passion pills ‘\ou’lI need '•nogeing fodder to go 
with them, he had i splaiiwd I look the chocolates out 
and inspected them There had originall)' been a quarter 
of a pound, but a'* one opportunitv aft r another slipped 
by, I had started to cat the odd i hoeolate and now there 
were only iline Iclt at the bottom of ihc bag, ^quashed and 
pale milky brown wheie they had melted and reset 

I put^thc paper bag on my knee Fumbling about m 
iny ,ide-piKket I limnd Stamp’s liuie box That too was 
squashed almost flat by now and most of the pills had 
foiled out into my pocket I took one out, a little black bead 
that looked medible I wondered again when Stamp had 
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got them and why he had given them to me, and also 
whether I could be prosecuted for what I was doing. Tisher, 
pay attention to me ’ 1 fished around for the most present- 
able chocolate I could find, and tried to break it m half. 
It would not bleak properly. The chocolate covering splin- 
tered like an eggshell It was an orange cream I stuffed 
the round black bead into it and tried to press the chocolate 
whole again, ihe result was a filthv> squalid mess I ate 
one of the remaining chocolates, and then the second, 
leavmg only the doctored oiangc cream in its grimy paper 
bag 

I lit a cigarette and stood up and stretched Looking 
down St Botolph’s Passage, I saw the Witch picking her 
way disdainfully through the swaying little groups of betting 
riicn who were beginning to congregate 

I felt the u'‘Ual claustrophobia coming i»n as she marched 
up to the lych-gate, swinging her flared shri like a Scot 
swings his kilt, an arrogant and noi a sexy swing I disliked 
the way she walked 

‘ITullo,’ the Witch said, coldlv was always ctvld 
whenever wf were anywhere that rablcd a public pla^e 
Later on she would start the c ir-nibbling, iht no e-rubbiiiir, 
and the baby talk I said TIullo, dalling ’ I could not say 
darling I was always trying but it always came out as 
dalling 

Wc sat down togcthcT on the hard stone btaich, under 
the spiders’ webs She eyed niv Plaver * Wemht viciously 

‘How many cigarettes today 

‘ 1 wo,’ I said 

‘That’s a good boy,’ the Witch said, not quite half 
jokingly. She had got Jiold of >ome idea that 1 w^as smoking 
only fi\e i day 

‘Did you h*^vt a busy morning, dalling^’ I said, giving 
hei the aoultul look The Witch raised her eyeballs and 
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blew upwards into her nostrils, a habit for which I was fast 
getting ready to clout her 

‘Only about thirty letters from Mr 7 wmbull Then he 
wanted me to type out an agreement ’ She rattled on 
m this vein for a few minutes 

‘Did you talk to any tnen today^* I asked her This was 
another idea she had I was supposed to bf jealous if she 
spoke to anybody cist hut mf 

‘Only Mr Turnbuil and Stamp when I rang up Did 
you talk to any suyh * 

‘Only the waiircss v^hen wc on for eotfec’ 

The Witch put ini a mean tvprc^sion ‘Couldn’t your 
friend have spoken to her^’ she pouted She y c uldn’t speak 
\rthur’s name K cause c\cn w is upposed make me 
jealous 

Dillij)'^*’ 1 ^iid ‘Hive V ^u mi <d nit*^ 

‘01 euuT c Rwi you nu ed tm 
01 cou’- t 

11 dj ^(.emed to U the ind of the inqiiniTi m I ejriibbed 
ar Mjnd in my iH^ektr and piolueeci vvhat wis kft of ^hc 
ci^ptolite ‘I M\ed ihi for > ju I ^aid 

The Wileh peered doubtfully into the sticky, brown- 
si im*d depth of the piper bae 
‘It looK«' a b«*^ squa^ifud, she said 
J look toe fhocchlt Ktw(i.ii titu us ‘Open wide’ 
She opLiiv^d tiLr mouth, pn>habl\ nruust, and 1 rammed 
the eho-olate ui 

‘Nety* '•aid <h< Wiuii gulping I crmcd my neek, 
^pretending to scratch mv i ar, ind glanced out of the porch 
V th< church clock Stamp ^ pi'.sjon pills wen supposed to 
take etrcci alter a quirfer of m heumat most lie had onte 
g’vcii me d dtseiiption ol a straight laced, straighi-f u ed 
RdU^o who r'ln i Wolf Cub pad o\er in I eeds, and she 
had started pawing hr jaebt and whimpering only fi\e 
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minutes after he had slipped her a passion pill m the guise 
ot an energy tablet 

‘What were you ringing up about this morning? Any- 
thing^’ 

‘Just wanted to talk to you, pet/ said the Witch, wriggling 
herself into a position of squeamish luxury. ‘I’ve seen the 
mo<5t marvellous material to make cm lams for our cottage. 
Honestly, you’ll love it ' 

Eaung oranges in St Botolph churchyard on the long 
crisp nights, or ^ometim''s in the public shelter at the 
0>rporaTion cemetery, anothei favourite spot, we had dis- 
cussed at length the prospe<^t ol livmg m a thatched cottage 
m the middle of some unspccihed field in Devon At nmes, 
in the right mood, I (ould gtt quiu enthusiastic over this 
rbral imave, and it had cneu figured m my No i thinking 
before now Wc had invented two children, little Barbara 
and hulc Fills - the prototypes, adualiy, ot the imaginary 
family 1 bad told Arthur’s motbtr about ~ and wc would 
discuss their I utm t and the \ jlhgc av tivitic'^ , and the nokv r- 
work mottoes and all the rest of n 

‘It’*^ a sort (»t turquoise, wilh lo\elv lutle squiggh-^, like 
w^meglas^'es 

‘Will n tjo v/iib ihe vellov/ caipei^’ 

‘No, but It’ll go with the grev Tug«i lu the kiddies’ r(»oir ’ 

‘Dalhng^’ 

Tlie veiitw carpet and ili* grfy rugs wt had '^een in a 
furniture- hop window on one of the mtcrmiiubl expedi- 
tions round Stra<lhou"hton that the >X iteh ometimes 
dragged me on Ihey bad all kng a^o bt tti ‘^old but many 
had become pair of ihe picture of the eoiMge, along with 
the Windsor chair*^, |he kettle migiiig on the hob, the 
bloody cat, and also the crinoline ladie-^ irom my bedroom 
wall at home 

Wc continued on these lines for a tew minutes, until 



at a reference to the wedding ceremony in some village 
church that would precede it aU, the Witch stiffened. 

‘Have you got my engagement ring back yet?’ 

‘Not yet, ciikey! I only took it in this morning!’ The 
Witch had parted with it suspiciously and reluctantly, not 
really convinced that it needed making smaller. 

‘I feel unclothed without it,’ she said.. She could not 
bring herself to say ‘naked’, yet, from her, ‘unclothed’ 
sounded even more obscene than she imagined rtakedness to 
be I’he reference icminded me that h/er time was nearly up. 

‘Let’s go in the churchyard, away from all the people,’ 
I said, standing up and taking her cold, chapped hands. 

She looked doubtful again, into the dead-looking grave- 
yard ‘It’s a bit damp, isn’t it 

‘We’ll sit on my laincoat G)me on* dalling.’ I was almost 
dragging her to her feet. She g<^t up half-heartedly. I put 
iny arm aiound her awkwardly, and we walked up the 
broken tarmacadam path that was split down the middle 
like the crust of a cottage loaf, round to the back of the 
old church Behind some ancient family vault was a black 
tr^e and a clump of burnt -looking, dirty old grass Some- 
times I could persuade the Witch to sit down there, when 
she w^as not inspecting the vault and leading out aloud: 
‘Samuel Vaughan of this town, 1784. alfo his wife Emma, 
alio Ills ion Sami, 180^.' I thiew my ^ain.oai on the shoddy 
grass and sat down 'Fhe Witch remained standing and I 
pulled hei impatientlv, almost forcibly, to her knCes. By 
HOW', even allowing extra tune for a dilHcult case, Stamp’s 
, pill should be wtirking. 

I slarf^l at her gravelv ‘1 love you, dalling,’ I said in the 
stilled way I couldn't help. 

‘Love you," said the VCItch, the stock response which she 
imagined the statement needed. 

‘Do you? Really and truly.'*’ 
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*0f course I do/ 

*Are you looking forward to getting married?* 

‘I think about it every mmute of the day,’ she said. I 
disliked the way she talked, tempermg her flat northern 
voice with the mean, rounded vowels she had picked up at 
the Stradhoughton College ot Cx>mmerce 

‘Dalling,’ I said 1 began srrokmg her hair, moving as 
quickly as possible down the side of her face and on to her 
shoulder She started the nose-rut buig act and I seized her 
roughly and began kissing her My lips on hers, I decided 
that I might as well try to get my tongue into her mouth 
but she kept her lips hard and closed She pulled her ficc 
away suddenly so that my tongue slithered across her cheek 
and I licking her, like a dog It was not a \er> ptomis- 
irig start 

‘Don’t ever faU m love with anybody else,’ I said in the 
grave, sad voice ‘I ovt you pet ' ^he said, kanmg lorvtard 
and rubbling ms ear I caught hold of her again and statlid 
tumbling, as idly a, I could manage it, at the square buttons 
of lur ncai blue nut The Witch Niruggicd free i*^dln 
‘1 el’s talk about our cottage, pet, she ^aid 
I counted seven to seeing the red riNh in front 

ot my eves Obviously the pill was nor working jet or 
perhaps m the case 1 should have given her three 

or fouT 

‘WTiat about our cottage I slid in the drtamv voice, 
containing myself 

‘About the garden I ell me about the garden ' 

‘WVll hast a lovtly garden,’ I ^aid, coniuring up a 
garden without much troubl** ‘Well havo rose and 
daffodils and a iovf ly lawn with a swing for little Billy and 
little Barbara to play on, and we’ll have our meals down 
by the lily por d in summer ’ 

‘Do you think a lilv pond is the Witch said 
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anxiously. *Wbat if the kiddies wandered too near and fell 
in?’ 

‘Wc’ll build a wall round it No we won’t, we won’t have 
a pond at all. We’ll have an old well. An old brick well 
where we draw the water. Wc’ll make it our wishing well. 
Do you know what I’ll wish?’ 

The Witch shook her head. She was sitting with her 
hands folded round her ankles like a thilcl being told a 
bedtime story 

'Tell me what you’ll wish, first,’ I said 
T)h - I’ll wish that we’ll alwavs be happy and always 
lo\o each other What will voii wish?' the Witch saidL 
‘Better not tch you,’ I said. 

‘Why not, pei>’ 

‘You might be cross ’ 

‘W’hy would I be cioss?’ 

‘Oh, 1 diin’r tnow You might think me too, well, foi- 
Wtird’ I glutued at her lace for icaction I here was no 
icH( tiun, and in fac** vhi n I lookt d at her again she seemed 
u* have lust interest in the wishing w^'ll 1 tried the lip- 
biiing trick, combin< J with the heaw bieathing 
^‘Barbara ’ I began, mikinv a couple of wcll-fcigned 
false stirts ‘Do vou think it’s wrong lor people to have, you 
know', feelings^’ 

The W^itch k/oled at ino, too directly for my liking. ‘Not 
if thcv’re giniiinelv m love wrh eich other,’ she said 
‘I ite we are^' 

*Yos,’ she Slid with h s' ccrralnt^ 

‘Would yt'u think it wrong of me to have - leelings?’ 
The Witch, speakmg briskly and firnilv as though she 
had been waiting loi this one and knew what to do about 
it, said* ‘I think we ought to be married first.’ 

I looked at hei sorrowfnlh ‘Dailing ’ I got hold of the 
back of her neck and kiss ’d her again. This nm*., making a 
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bold decision, I put my hand on the thick, salmon-coloured 
stocking, just about at the shm She stiffened, but did not 
do anythmg about it I moved the hand up, the voice of 
Stamp floating into my mind, ^His hand cajes^ed her silken 
knee * As soon as I reached her knee the Witch tore herself 
free 

‘Are you feeling all right she said abruptly. 

‘Of course, dalling Why^’ I said, nor mu\ing my hand 
She looked pointedly down at her knee ‘Look where your 
hand is * 

I mo\ed It awMy, sighing audibly 
‘Ddllmg, don’t you ? ant me to touch \ou>’ 

The Witch shrugged 

*lt eems - indecent, sointhow ’ I learn d forvsard to kiss 
her again but she sidc-sttpped abruptly, reaching for the 
leather shouldti bag that nhe always catried with her 
‘Would sou like an energy tiblct*^ I sa d 
‘No, thank you I’m going to have an orange ’ 

1 saw the red rash again and felt the old, iinpytent ra^e 
I jumpwd to my h ( t m going to have an o* raingc * ’ 1 
mmiicked ir a tahetto voice At m going to hive an 
or-Tdingc * ’ On a ‘?uddcn u^gc J booted the leather handbag 
out of her liand and across the gra^' It came to rest by 
an old grasestone, •* pilling out oranges and ahoithand 
dicTionaru ^ 

Billy’ ’ said the witch sharph 
‘You and vour bloods orange*^,’ I said 
She sat there looking straight in front (^t her obviously 
wondciuig whether it was going to be worth her while to 
start varying I bent down and touched her hair 

'Sorry, dalling ’ I said I put on a shamefaced look and 
slunk oft atter her handbag I started collet ting her oranges 
and things together, looking closely into htr open handbag 
to see if there were any letters from men I might be able to 
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use There was nothing but her lipstick aiA a few coins, but 
on the grass close bv I saw something small and gleaming 
1 recognized it as a miniature silver cross that the Witch 
used to wear around her neck Until a few months ago she 
had never been without it then she had revealed that it 
v\i‘ a present fiom some cousin called Alec who lived in 
Wakfhtld Under the jealousy pact between us I had made 
her pioin^c to give it back to him and aeeordin^ to her 
stor> •'he h<^i done so 

I looktd back sh rply at the Witch but sin wa^ oecupied, 
dabbing at her cves with her h indk^^rehicf f lipped the 
litUc -iilv r cross quicHy into my packet pi led up hei 
handbag, md stidl'd bad^ to wheit she v as sming 
*S(rr> d din g I s id arain '^h ’‘cached up md ^quee7ed 
mv hind, sijifhng deepK lo prove hat she had finished 
Cl ying 

1 ct V go h( lid 
‘\1j 

Wc w liked bid along he crumbl nc^ d'uuh path, 
thj Ml d) the H'-h }iiu and ln^) st U >iv Iph s ig.. I wa^ 
ItCiniinT to si\ \ou kn )w dinin' I •■link vou hive 

fc'eluigs coo dtci dow i but the Witcft hul alrcidy re- 

sumed the fv>rmai attiiuck she i umed for { ubhe appear- 
ing I lei th inM^el du I 

\re \ gome, ludine it the shots ih die moon he 
said IS v\e pm cd J tlie coin r 1 Mitlet Slice t 

Vl\ heart ank On Satu davs i" well is tiking hei to 

the Row It nigh I wa expet d ro n te^ her iwo oi thiee 

times duiing the dav - at lunch nine during the afteinotin, 
" and poss^blv htb}re I Wi^nt u thu ])ub tor ri]y dub turn in 
ihf evening She I'wa^s ud made her ltd wanted, 
although she had liiile id«.a whit 1 wanted he** for 

1 odav I wa'- hoping tc gt i out oi the afternoon session 
T’J love to onlv I’m got to go and see Si aeraek tlus 
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afternoon, and I don’t know what time I’ll get through.’ 

‘Please?’ She would have said ‘Pretty please’ if she had 
had the nerve. 

‘All right, dalling. About four o’clock. Only wait for me 
if I’m late ’ 

‘All right, pel.’ 

Fingering her little silver cross in my laincoat pocket, I 
watched her down Market Street until her swinging skirt 
was out of bight. 
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In the Lold sun, on a Saturday at k moon, St Botolph’s 
Passage was )ust about bearable It was* alive ^vith fat 
men in dark, suns, puffing and blowing o\er folded lacing 
papers and chunking clean, empty packt ts ol twenty down 
on the uneven pivina stones Men in raincoat^ came and 
went in iIjc vicinity of the >hidy chemist s, and a slaving, 
red laced group Mjntinued an argummt outside the p/ub, 
one of them saving th^ ime wnren^e over and over again 
like a blocked gran4ophunv It ^eerntd to b» the same 
group every Satuidiv having rhv ‘arne argument ‘Ha^e 
vou ever rcdi/ed," I vid to Man > *hc Diks - pufl, pulT 
- that \our blunt Yoik'^hire mdividuab tn m fael inter- 
-bangeahJe like *‘pn( wheJs on i ma^s produced car^’ 
Ar the end of the passigc, bv Muiwi ^trect ihs^re ^vas even 
I violini't with his hat < n th* iloor, pla>iiig Pcniii* s from 
Heaven’ Miadiack and Duxbni y ' was the only ^hop with 
the bhnds down, hut dn dc»oi was open and the bell rang 
quietly when I went in 

ihw. tfficc was wOld md dus*^y nr md looking inc>re 
like a loiKral pailoar than usual with the roller blind 
fikermg a green, dead light over tlie empty desks I srcxid 
hesitating, gaping dozily at the washed-lo< ang photo- 
graph of ('.ouneillor Duxbury dofhng his bowler in front 
of a hor^e-drnen hoarse It was very quiet 1 had a quick, 
happy notion that they had abandoned the c'fhee for ever, 
or dropped dead in their own cofhns or something, but 
th» n I saw the thin red glow ol rhe conveeior heart r snin- 
mg under Shadracls’s door I went over reiu *ntly and 
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knocked He was not there It was probable that he was 
out m Market Street, selling a Morns Thou'iand to some 
fruiterer or other Shadrack had never quite abandoned 
his pre\ lous trade 

I saunteied over to my desk and sat down heavily, feel- 
ing happier because Shadrack was not thcie It was, alter 
all, not beyond the range ol possibility that he had been 
run over by a bus I lit one ot my cigarettes and aimlessly 
opened the drawer of my desk I stared vacantly into it 
foi a moment, and then made a decision M> dtsk dra^^^.^ 
was a sort of town hr inch of the Guilt Chest, there weic 
few documents in it ihal did not cause even a passing 
spasm of anxiety I began, briskly, to sort through them, 
tearing up the unposted funcril accounts hrst, ihtn the 
obsc<nc verges about c^ounalioi Duxbuiy and the rough 
notes for a long love letter I bad once written lu the 
Witch, daimglv m< ntioniug he* bnists by nanv I here 
were ibout eight p'lg^^s ot 7/u I a)o School at (mp- 
mmsief I stacked iheiii together. Urn ihcm tlyougb the 
middlf , and dioppcd ihcm in ht. wisicpipci ba hi lh( u 
setmc<l to whole ‘^hcif> ol quarto with nuihing wtuien 
on them but niv nmic in a tariciv of htndvvTiiinp si vies I 
threw those iwav too I here was a fragment of dialogue 
entiikd Bur^lai Sctm that 1 had once thcuglii iipnt 
for Danny Boon 

KOON It I tire ihr rod it b be euriains for you 
l LEI) VC why> 

BOON It s a curtain loci Ol coiirsc, Im a viry respect- 
able man, you kmiw, a very respectable man My 
wile and I are in ths. iiein and stetl bustnes'« 

ITJD 

BOON She does the ironing while I do the dealing 

1 put this xii my pocket together with the btginnmgs ot 
the letter I had tried to write to Danny Boon At the back 
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of the drawer there was an old, yellowing piece of foolscap 
on which 1 had tried to list all the things that were worry- 
ing me at the time. The idea was that I should lick off each 
item as it ceased to be an anxiety, and when I had finished 
there would be nothing left to worry me anv more, 

I looked at the list again, apprehensively. ‘Cal. Witch 
(Capt). Ldn. Hsw^’s Choice. NamcpI. A’s ma ^'sister).’ 
There was nothing on the long list that f could honestly 
cross off and forget about. I made a decision, and ripped 
the piece of papti inT<j foui. dropping the pieces in the 
wastepaper basket. There wa> nothing left in the desk 
except the long ink stain, the stubs i>t pencil, and the word 
Ti/’ which I had blocked in in caieiul crayon. 1 got up 
and tiled to oj)en Stamp's dc^-k, but it was locked. 1 paced 
round the ollK c, whisilmg thiough my teeth. 

One of the habit I was going to get out ot was a sort of 
\ocal equivalent of the uersnas grimace, an ever-expanding 
repertoire of odd noises and sound efie».ts that I would run 
through 111 time of Alone in my bedroom, seeking 

refuge in a telephone hoy, (»r w'alkiug purjX)setullv, pur- 
pviselesslv home alona t'.logiion Lane late at night, I would 
begin to lah to myself, the words degenerating first into 
senseless, ape-Iikc stjunds and then into barnyard imita- 
tions, iiicieasmg in absuidity unnl J w is completely inco- 
herent, ThtreufK)!! I w'ouJd switch back into human speech 
wnh a kind of th<'ught-stfeam monologue on whatever 
problem was uppeimoM m m\ mind at the time. 

I did this now, dropping my cigarette end into Stamp's 
inkwell. 

T ondjm is a big place, Mr Shadrack/ 1 began, mumbling 
to myself. ‘A man can lose hmisslf in London You know 
that? Lost himself. I^s-hoo- boose himself Looooooose 
himself. Himself Him, himmmmnnn, himnnn, himself. 
Ah-hira-ah-self !' Wandering about the officCj I otarted on 
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the odd sounds and the mutations of animals ‘Hyi* Hyi! 
Yi-yi-yi-yi-yi Griruff* Grrruffi Maaa-aaa Maa-aaal 
Maaaaaaf And now - taking in a fragment of one of the 
routines I ^^ent through with Arthur from time to time - 
‘and now as Sir VCinston ChurthUl might have said it 
Ncvah* In the held* Of human conflict* And this is the 
voiceofemall, Wee Willy hisher, saying raaa-aaa* Maaaa* 
Maaaaa* Grmp Grmp What a beautiful little pig Hay 
say, whhat ay heauidu] little pig ’ I began to repeat this 
sentence in a vaiictv of tones, stresses and dialects, langing 
from a rapid Micke\ Mou^^e ^qiieak to a biss dnwl, and 
going through all the jc>c^an variations ‘What a batiful 
lattle pihg Ah whet eh bt htcfell lettle pt g ’ 

I was standing it rht optn door ol Shuiruk’s oflice The 
room \\ IS beginmng to echo wuh \oi^ e I stopped for a 
moment and to>td with the idea oi going m and having i 
quuk run thtongh SLidi lek de k. Pit mv ankl« > unc*cd 
at the thought I had i shun flash of Iso thmking, trapped 
in S*iadrjek s swuc] chair with the dnwer o^ hiv desk 
jammed ^pen 1 ot nlirf, I r ’'ned bie** lo mv vcrbil dood- 
ling and b«.g tn to call his n mn 

Air Shadrack'^ M» Shadtack^' fJd/n«eUi Shadnek* 
Mec-hec hecMcr Shadnek* Shidriek* Sliadraek* 1 ich 
Umt I called ihe r^k oiind boanced back olf his 
streamlined < onveet or A/i^/Jra^k* Shirhai hdi hai 

ftadraek* Shadd> dijddv-shjdt’> hadd> /laJrack* llo^* 
Shaddus*’ 

I was jU'.t drawing bieaih for the second tun when 
Shadrack, who had undoubtedly been listening foi the 
past tell minutes, came into the olhee through the door that 
led down to thi lavatory I stuek ^ huger in mj^ t hi oar md 
began going ‘Ar* Ar* Arrgh* Sharrgh* trying ro faisifv 
his memory of what he had heard My first rc al thought was 
one of relief that I had not been going through his desk, 
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mv second was to turn on him the Ambrosian repeater 
guDj rather like a machine gun, which I kept permanently 
manned for such occasions as ihi^ 

‘Oh, It’s you, is it-^’ said Shadrack, but without any 
indication that these words explained, or excused, the din 

I had been making Had he heard everything, or had he 
just come up from downstaiis> Even d iwnstairs he could 
not have failed to hear Eour moves flashed through my 
mind like a drowmng man’s lift story One, pretend was 
singing Two, pretend not «cen him and continue, making 

II sound like singing Three, pretend rehearsing play ‘And 
^er, I aciv Alice, t\( n pigs liavi feelings ’ Fo ir, on the No i 
kvcl, ‘I’m glad >ou heard that, Shadia^k I vc been wanting 
yoti to hear my views for i iorg iim^ ’ 

‘Hope ms singmg didn f put you off ' I said 
‘C urious dm you were making,’ said Shadrack ‘You’d 
better omc into the ( fhee ’ 

I roJlowcd him into hi> pn an smetum, humming in an 
cmb*nri^<ui wav 

Shidrarl > ofliir wa« furni^^hed iii v^hat he imagined to 
lx American oecili ^ tvk m so far as he should aftord 
it He had a nxiaJ dt>k ^('rni>i<ielv free of cve'rything ex- 
cept 1 black ebony rukr, an unacceptable object to me 
evv-r ‘ince ht had du^ovt ud me, or T think discovci^d me, 
eonduciiiig with it fiom i record of A.bi k' Wiih Me’ which 
be kf pt on the* record pi ivcr ano^ncr item of luxury I 
turned the i.\mbro‘ian lepviter gun on him e«^ain for good 
mcasiin On a low, ctjffce bar airt ol table t irre were the 
plans and drawings of th< glass fibn. cothn he was workmg 
on, and ^ yellow pad on vs Inch he was doodlmg hiS ideas for 
a streainliiKd hearse Ikvond this a couple of grey c(*nrem- 
porary chans the first ever n in Srradhoughton, are^ on 
the wall a boxed print of one I'f tbo^e Chine'' e horses 
‘Come in, siddown, mate 'self at home,’ sajiU Shadrack 
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He smiled with his bad teeth, and produced from his 
blazer pocket a maichbox-sizcd model, made out of Per- 
spex, of his wedge-shaped coffin ‘Y’know, by the time weVe 
burymg you, you’ll be going off in ont o’ these You know 
that>’ 

‘Really**’ I said, trying to sound mitre sled I was not 
fooled bv his manner, iht well-known friendly word, the 
boss relaxing on his Saturday iftemoon off I perched on 
one of the gre^ chairs and ekared my throat ‘Arrgh* 
Sharrgh*’ 

‘Y’sei, people don’t rtalizt It’s all clem lims nowidays 
All these frilk and fancic ate going out It s all old ’ 

‘Hm,’ I said 

‘Same a^ I tell (. ouncillor I)uxbiir\ \ ou’vt cot move 
wath the tirne^ It' no use Ining in tine ^ivk ird dying 
in another It :> m iPcirehism 

‘Anachronism, T siul Kfoie I eould ^t( p inystlf 
‘Yes, wsir Shidiiek tuned ibruprlj ic the olnt green 
filing cabin t aid took out a miuilJi file He hticUir up ii d 
tapped it ‘Anywav thus m\ worr> Sl( t vou w uii to 
talk to me about thl^ letter of vouis, dt v( I had m 
absurd fteling of wf oitan e that I should havt written a 
Icltci and that iv sho ild htve put u in a file IL put ih( 
We, open, on the d -sk, i id l saw that there Heie se\eral 
otliti pip s tnckriK ilh m\ letter oi resignation I fell to 
wondeiing if tht*) wa om^ kmo nl peisonal do lei filled 
with lepoits irom ^llmp and the Witeh, and seer^^ sp der\ 
mumblings from C ouncillor Du\bur> 

Shadraek pi-rched on the desl idjiiMing hi*- tapered 
slacks and shooting his cuffs 'So y re thinking of leaving 
us, he\ 1*^ that it ** 

Yes, well, I was thinking, now ihis opporiumtv’s come 
up ’ I trotted out awn tched shambling imitation of th* 
speech I had prepared 
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Shadrack picked up my letter and examined it I 
trita to see what the next paper on the file was It was 
one ot his yellow memo-sheets with a lor of his writing 
on It He frowned o\er the letter as though he could not 
read 

‘ “ now succeeded in obtaining a post with Mr Danny 
Boon ht quoted, and I had an idea that he was 

going to go through the letter, point by point, getting me 
to exptnd ‘Now that s the chap who was on lelly the other 
mght, isn t It 

‘That’s right,’ I aid id ih encoi*r'’gmg ^oict 
\ts, vair vair cl vci frliow \v\d you sav you’re gomg 
t<» work for hini'^’ 

‘\cs Will, he lik(.d om ot ihc mirenal I sent him 
and 

‘lha s uirimbitioni it scra>r wnting'* He was the 
quc'.n )ut.r, ift dun, Saturd^ afternoon 
Ul* ^c alw'^^ Ins bc<n i snd b^gmmr? to relax 
ind It buk IP rn' hut And of cc uist, tncrc <* quite a 
K t ♦»( money ui v il soi go iK ur it the ngh wiy ’ 

\ou get [ aid bv iht joU rhtn, or what^ Or do you get 
a il ir> coming m t icb week 

ir \ nr \aii dim ult to I san^ I had noticed 
hiforc thir 1 nfun lendcu slut imitiling the pc sou I 
was (liking lo But ShiJracK had k ♦ mi ren While 1 wa*- 
> rabbling awas tr\mg ei ihii k of ’•orncfhii g to tell him, 
lie big in mumiLnng 1iv ts, vets abst at mmdedly and 
ohulHing thi papers in the hk Hi expre sj 1 1 changed to 
1 business one He t.u?t up off rht iesk atid stood behind his 
chair, pitting hi full wttgn» on i md swiMdling it from 
side to side 

‘Ye-e^ Well this letter,’ Shidtack began, and it was 
obvious that WL wcit gctrmg down lo thi serious busine s 
I looked up intelligcnth 
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‘Now you don’t need me to tell you that it’s vair vair 
unsatisfaLtor>, a letter like this Now do you>’ 

I mumbled, trying to get *ome action into my voice* 
‘Oh, Fm sorry to hear that>’ 

‘Vair u^^atlsfacto^y Fact Fd go so far as to say it’s 
unproh >sional, Fisher Vair \air unprofessional ’ 

Shadrack had a thing about the undertaking business 
being a prc»fession I cleared my throat and said "Well, I 
suppose Fve got to leave some time -’ 

"Yes, we reali/e that We all leali/e that Don’t doubt 
It Nobody wants to stand in your way, don’t think that, 
and I wish you the \air \air best of lutk But it’s fell 
that you might have gine abom ii in a mon‘ saslactoiy 
manner ’ 

‘Oh, in what way"’ It ouiidcd like Mmiethmg oul of 
amateur dramatics, the wj\ I sud it 

‘Wtll we were honing ve wen }u>p%ni rhu you’d try 
and gel one or two ^hing*^ wJeired i p belote vou took a 
stej) hke this ’ 

An ie\ ehiJJ, a fniiliir tnoiiph vi iter b\ ed me 

some white under the he in 1 ck ind mv thr )dt agi r and 
said family ‘What 

see, 1 don t mind teliinir vou that we n air \ air di'^- 
appomted you v< nor been t > see u b fofc this I mean 
before you wxoit thi Ktier I ne in elon t think I w ii i t(» 
make things ai;A,ward lor ^o\l lai tiom it but it has been 
tell \ou owc us one two little t > pldiiatious ’ 

It was difliculi TKJt to a ihr>ugh 1 una< iMood what 
he was taking about I said, trving to keep up the equal 
paitncrs \oiee of a tew monn ms bitoie ‘Well, 1 [now my 
work probibly hasn i been as good i it might ha\e been 
I mean, thaf s rmt of tb reasons why 1 think I ought to 
leave ' 

It’s not a question ot work,’ said Shadrack ‘It’s not a 
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question of work at all It’s lust a question of what you 
pr’pose to do about one or two things ’ 

He looked at me Icvelly, trying to gauge how much of 
the message was coming ac^o^s Then he said, almost 
gently there’s these calcndais to be explained, foi 

one thing 1 mean, we’ve never had any sa’sfactoiy ex- 
planation about that, now have we>’ 

1 stared back at him, licking m/ lips If was no surprise 
to me that ShaJrack actually knew about the calendars. He 
was bound to suspect, li not to know 1 hid just been 
hoping th I naitiial dcli< acy or .omc kind ol feeling of 
hopelessness would have prevented him from bringing the 
subject up Ihcp wen many thing'*, m fact, on which I 
u incd hcavilv on the reluct ut. hroc^ding tact tnai was 
Shadiaek s spt eiaiily I decided ihdi in> b^st policy was to 
sa\ nothing and indeed I hid nothing to say 

1 me an, they co‘t t lot ol mtanv to produce, a lof of 
monev Wt an t understand what von did vviih them ’ 

I tJt bo inJ to male some sor^ of in tflori ‘Well, there 
was a bit of a dr istanumg 1 Ingan, a sior^ about 

a it ih( po t oific •• K ginning tn Lobblc itself together 

HI my mind 

'Jt wunt a misjnderst.nding t’ just that two or three 
hundred calcmlars didn’t get posted To my knowledge I 
mean I know you want to Icatc, I d '’k i \ ^he best ihmg 
yen could do 1 thinl- vouk taking » Vviy wise s»ep We 
all Fv-dli/c that But y’see, wAe got m get thi cleircd up 
ana imj Umeiiled ' 

I didnt know, and nenher d»d he, what he meant by 
‘miplenictned’ Shadiack hid \ Itabii of hoaiding words 
and dre>pping them into i cnuncf whui they got too 
heavy for him It WdS obvious now thil he was going t<j go 
on and on about the cilendars, probably for the after- 
noon, simiily be'caust he hid nevci studied he art of 
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changing the subject. I decided that I was supposed to 
make some constructive suggestion. 

‘Well, of course, if it’s a question of paying for them - 

‘Ah. Aha! Wait a minute. Wait just one little minute. 
It’s not as easy as that. It’s not - as - easy - as - that. Y’see, 
there’s the goodwill to consider. What about the goodwill? 
Those calendars were for goodwill, we can’t understand 
why you didn’t send them i>ut. I mean that’s what they’re 
there for. I mean, we don’t buy calendars so that you can 
just go out and chuck them on the fire, y’know. That’s not 
W'hat we’re in business for.’ 

He was getting wainied up now. He had stopped fiddling 
about with his chair and was sitting down, leaning forward 
over the desk, messing about with the ebony ruler. His 
eyes glistened. 

‘No, that won’t do at all. I’m afraid you don’t seem to 
apprec’are it’s a vair vair serious business. And then of 
course there's this other matter.’ 

‘What other matter?’ I said dully. 

‘I think you know vair well what matter. It's no good 
sitting there saying what maUcr. 7'here’s this matter of 
the nameplates^, isn’t there?’ 

Here I had no advantage at all, and for the first time my 
mouth sagged. 1 had suspected, when I considered the 
thing seriously, that Shadrack knew about the calendars. I 
felt that he knew something about the iriegularities in the 
postage book, a subject I v/as surprised had not been ven- 
tilated earlier in the conversation, I was fairly sure that he 
knew about the offensive imitations uf Councillor Duxbury 
but was loo inarriculate to mention them. Butx I would 
have sworn, willingly, that he knew nothing about the 
nameplates. 

In a way, the nameplates were just as serious as the 
calendars, if not more so. There were two of them, and I 
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had hidden ihtm in a box of shrouds down in the stock- 
room Ihe whole thing had happened during Shadrack’s 
holiday in the summei i had been supposed to order a 
cofhn nameplate lor the funeril of a pieachei who had 
dropped dcid m the ai'^le at Biidle Street Methodist 
Ctiurch B ' mi«-takc, thinking tbout something else, I had 
put the letters ‘RI P ’ on the engravers’ insi ructions, with 
the result that the> had rurned out what wa> iii effect a 
( itholiL nameplate for a Methodist body I had got the; 
ihing hurriedly remade but lot* J ilt toi the funeral B> a 
inracle n uher Councillor Diixbur> not lie relatives had 
iiv^uccd It was n js mg, md rh M ihodm minister had 
lun buried m an uiiidenrihcd eottin I hf re w is nothing 
.o do wi h the nmvphi^s but jude thciii, ani I had ofn n 
worn d about them, sometimes goiTig into tht theological 
1 pu I of thv. iff ir irid \ondcrinp if I had committed an>- 
thing lo do with ih unfor^n ibl n !>ai I would have 
w( in Hill Nhidiael I n w nothii ;! abnit ir 

see dm s ID ) her muter wc Vv. aot t > gM ekartd up 
1 Jt I’l Set how \oL eip ha/e wuh el g tiiiig tha^ eleired 

He dm not male it eviektit wh htr or no\ he knew 
whun the neplut Ww- P thaps ht kn<w onl\ ihn the 
bod\ had been liuiied withvu i utn plate I had iued 
ill fci^ foi s('£ne ♦^I'Pe e)f ui ^hin on ordir 1 decided 
io sn^ ik d )wnst ii s \ bet hr lei me ge d s«uft the namt- 
pi ttt s under m> pullover 

>X^ell, I can only mv im seirrv il there s f en dn> in 

n\enitnee ’ I Mtd 

fiieon rnnnec'' Ineon* runce^ Ha* Ih guc a short 
SI ort, and enured erne ol hi ent'^ ot rhtU ne Itk not a 
question of income me nee, it s a epic iioii ot what u 
pr pose to do about it S posing lh< lelalive*: hid found 
out, what ort of a foeU d> think I’d have looisid then? 
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S’posing Councillor Duxbury had found out?’ (I felt a 
slight ray of hope that he was shielding me from Coun- 
cillor Duxbury.) ‘Y’see^ Fm vair much afraid that you’ve 
been spending too much time acting the fool. You seem 
to think you’re on the music halls, not m a funeral fui- 
nishcrs ’ 

I was beginning to be possessed by the mward, impotent 
rage What did the man want me to do? Atone for my 
sms^ Work for another year <*<; penal servitude^ Pay foi the 
calendars and the namc'plates^ Get the goodwill back> 

Shadrack looked at the yellow paper in his file where, I 
was quite ready to believe, he had a list of mv misde- 
meanours scribbled down, lile a charge sheet I expected 
him to tick them olt and stall each chaige with ‘That he 
did unlaw fully . ’ 

‘Yes, there’s been too much acting the fool in this olfice 
We’ll ha\c to get s<»me oihei s;ystem Y’set, then there’s 
those teres, you nevet wnsip those out, now did vou?’ 

Shadrack had once CuUght Arthur and roc writing Muigs 
m the film s tinic, and had '»ei ns to w/o’'k niaJTing up little 
\cises for the In Memoiiam column of rh< Ffho, a chore 

f 

he handled for tht bcrcund on a commission basis fhe 
nearest wc hau got lo ihe job was an ohscciit poem <i]}oux 
Counciiloi Duxbuiy and a couple of huts about Josiah 
Dhoyd in the window lo^iah Olroyd ha^ gone to join his 
Maker. Come inside and join Jo^iah 01rov<l ’ Shadiack 
knew about them boih I was lelievcd that he was getting 
on to the minor misdemeanours, but I knew that e\cn 
those could keep him Hiking foi houis. 

‘Then rhtre’s ail that oflice paper you’ve' btenun’ng fox 
your bits and pi»..ces. I mean, that co ts money well.’ 

‘FU pay for it.’ 

Tt’s not a question of paymg for it In the outer office, 
the telephone began to ring. Shadiack picked up hi. ex- 
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tension and found that it was not connected. It was my 
responsibility to see that it was, last thing on Saturday 
morning, and he shot me a look of exasperation as he rose 
to his feet. 

‘Anyway, under the circumstances I have to tell you, I 
have to tell yoM, Fisher, that under no circ’siances can we 
accept your resignation ai the moment. Not at the mom- 
ent. Not until we>e got this straightened out. We may even 
have to take some kmd of legal action, 1 don’t know.* 

He strode out of his ofhee and went over to the switch- 
board ‘Shadrack and Duxbury?’ I got up and stood in the 
doorv^ay, running over the bit about legal action and testing 
it for strength 

Shadrack began talking to &omc mourning wife in his 
sou)>v, funera] \oice I just stood there. lie put his hand 
ovci the mouthpiece and said. ‘Well we'll talk about this 
another time ' I walked unsteadily to the outer door, twisted 
the door hai^dle tor a moment, and walked out into St 
Botnlph's Passage bor the fiist time since breakfast 1 felt 
m3 clusi\e yawn coming on, and I leaned against Shad- 
rack’s w'lndoNv, gasping and gulping My forehead was 
sweating, hut I was rei»c’’cd that J had jumped another 
hui die I remeinbeied that I had not gone dciwnsiairs after 
the name-platcs, bur decided that after all there was little 
point in it 

I 111 a cigarette and stared nalkiiig downi towards Mar- 
ket Street, trvjng 10 translate the interview into No. 1 
thinking ‘Now look here, Mr Shadrack, there’s such a 
Hhing as slander - ’ 

It didii^i work 1 set ofl home Mv No i mother said: 
‘For (rod’s sak^', Billy, whv don't >ou tell the boring little 
man to stick the job up his jacksy?’ 
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I RTACHiD I III! crest ai about half past two to find lunch 
over and my mothei in the kitchen, making notes for a 
scene about my not being home for meals It was bacon 
and egg again, the iiadirional Satuiday feast, the eggshells 
were in the sink-iidv and there was an air ol replete doom 
about the house Gran was mumbling U) hei^elf in ilic 
lounge The old man w as mending something 1 1 the gar- 
age, Ol th«»nght he was 

‘What time do you v.all this-^’ rav mother trked as I 
opened the kitchen door I knew tny pan in tfiis In tie 
passage and rtplnd ‘1 weniy-sc^^en minutes pas* iwo 
though you mav have aiioths'i phrast lf)r it.' reilceiing 
that mv answers weic bees*ming as lerictsped a, her 
quest jons ‘Ihe had an ssdtmg miuning I iiidsu tiying 
to get some uplift into the coii\^.rsauon 

Mv mother vd^ not having any ‘'kou st».m to think 
1 VC nothing el c to d<i but eool< <o()k. h< said, 

clipping with disturbing ease into a mi/nohrgue laniihar 
to me thit I ha\r elianicsi u w'uh her. hkc' those, 

two men doing inmdtiou> on the radio ‘Yon come in 
when >ou like and < \pc t to find a medi waiting tor 
you, >ou don't seem to think Fni tiuiilca to fj\e minutes' 
peace ’ 

‘Peace I began, not noubling to thm)* what 1 was 
going to sa> , anything obdLur<^ would pa> tor something 
dever My mother tut me ^hort 

‘I've not sdi down all morning If I’m not sick*’ 

From the lounge. Gran shevuted. ‘If that s our Billy, 
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there’s his old raincoat been in the bathroom all morning. 
It’s about time he started hanging his things up.’ 

I called back What if it isn’t our Billy, where has his 
old raincoat been then>' a grammatical pleasantry whose 
full subtlety I did not expect to be appieciated I antici- 
pated, and got, no reply The old man came mto the 
kitchen from the garage, carrying a shelf 

‘And you can start coming home on a dinncr-time, 
instead of gadding round town half the bloody day,’ he 
said, without even looking at me 

‘Good 3 fteinc»on, father I said with hcav^ civility I was 
beginning to wondex whv I had come honie at all 

‘And stoj being so bloody chteks^ I’ve just about had 
enough of Jt ’ 

‘He wants to gn^^ him a good hiding, teach him some 
manners,’ v.alK d ( j ran from ih« lounge 

I began to feel angrv, likt a caged animal being taunted 
with stick' This let Imp a regular enough occurrence in 
this house, had s v ral outlet One courst open to me was 
to r ven to whai I iclt must he former seif or mv nai 
^ It or soinuliinc, an abu oc shadovv of the old man An- 
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ojhtr Ic'k' Jangcioiu move w is io lurrodute the mo<'>d of 
polished d lachincnt 

*Whu arc manners I bt can, exnmimng rp\ finger- 
nuls But I had undcnsnmUc^ ihv siiength oi the old 
man > frusir ition or whatw rilwas 

‘Talk bJoodv sense, man” he roai»'d Christ if this 
IS what thtv learned him u tevhnical sch oL 1 m did I’m 
bloods ignormt^’ 

‘Ah, a^eonlcssion^’ t murmur'd, but without any idea 
tint he should hear mv Ih< «)ld inin gi\e mv i steady, 
tliieatening look Aloud, 1 said, I m going upstairs ' 

‘And keep out ot them bedroom'^ ’ ' CTnn called U jin the 
lounge 
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The bedrooms were nothmg to do with her She was 
only the permanent guest I whipped round m a sudden 
gust of fury 

^Stick the bedrooms up \our -* I began, then checked 
myself on the absolute verge of disaster, so abruptly that I 
ph>sically teetered on my u>es 

‘\ou whai ' 1 he old man dropped his shell on the floor 
and came ilmost running leroos the kitchen, face to face 
with me ‘What did \ou s What was tbit^ Whit did 
you say-^’ He gtahbtd my collar and put his fist close agiinst 
my face 

‘These irelr)dramancs 

‘Don’t nielodram ^^ith \our fane\ talk*’ 1 was 
seized, nor with k ir or ang r but v ith shi r hdpless- 
ncs^ at the rhoughr that rhec>c were be utilul lo lah Oli )/d 
lints ard I eouM not point rlum out tc invbod} or even 
seotl 

T ntrelv aid- 

‘Talk bio >d\ properly* Irou w T( u'king difkirtit a 
minute ig(», wtreni VC'hi did \tni u y )ur 

grinlma^ What iid scu i> 

W<jl, do»^ t pull blip round rhii sniri lIc m on’ ni> 
mother au! in\u>vi i\ 

I 11 elein shiri hmi^ II* <an hut him round h bkod^ 
earliile With hi )U\ tc mrain p r»d his bl )odv 
sutdc sht e • \Xkll he d esn t gc omt Ionian* * / 1 Ji( w vvlitrt 
ht get It from ll 'to| m tonight md tooionow light 
an ill ’ 

T siood bv tht sinl lo<ikinp wt ir> seeking some fa iil 
expr'' ion that w is iiot cut id the hisirjo ik experience cf 
The iamily I scaithcd hu suniMhing to sav that would n )t 
sound eltvei f)r miperuuLnt I rom ’h 1 jungt I he trd (nan 
muttering ‘( h^-cky young devil* but hti voitr st unded 
thick and stranee 
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‘Look 

‘Don’t look mc^ Wiih your look this and look that* And 
you get all them bloody papers and books and rubbish 
thrown out, anall* Before I chuck ’em out first, and you 
with ’em*’ 

The only way into the conscrsation was to counterfeit 
the old man’s blunt and blnnltd way of talking I sv*t my 
lips into the same loose fiabbv shape and said in the 
rough voKt. ‘Whal ^ up, thiv’rc not hurting you, are 
they 

‘No and th* s’n !K)t bloody hurting \ou, uthcr,’ the old 
man said taking ovci m his mind anyway the role of 
farniH wit 

He wcni hick atro ‘ iht kitchen and Pi»-k(d up the shelf 
where ht had dropped it I stO( d there nra<ghivning my 
tK, not speakine Mv muhe looled u me, her ‘You’se 
cion It now hH)!* I he old man tinned bjek 

‘Anywi) I e fiin bed h hnn Hi Knows where his 
suitcase IS If ht v' jiit to go to I c ndon ht c an b oody well 

‘Oh but be > nit^ my motbir said sharply She hid 
bein dithering for s me tina woneknng whieh sid* she 
was on, nid now ^he tame Jcwii on mine, oi whu she 
thought wis nun 

‘1’ t fijushtel with Imi)^ He can 
‘Oh bui h s not’ 

Ht s gome lie M'leg out The iJet was building up 
atnaemely n the old mn s mitiel ‘lies going’’ 

‘Oh but he’s not Oh butne’snoi Oh out lu s not 
‘1 ook,*l <-aia ‘(^in I ^ettk this 
This nine the old iiin ignoud me 
‘It’s w r since he left school complaining about this and 
that and t' other If v isn’t In', biikd egg', it s suiniuat e’sc 
You have to get special bloody z)heai fla tor him eos 
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he’s seen ’em on television Well IVe had enough I’ve had 
enough He can go ’ 

‘Oh, but he’s not! Now you listen to me, Geoffrey 
He’s nor old enough ro go to London, or anywhere else You 
said yourself He doesn’t think He gets ideas into his head ’ 
‘Well he’s going, he can get that idea into his head * 

‘Oh, but he’s not Not while 7’m here ’ 

The old man’s anger died down as quickly as it hid flared 
up ‘He wants to get into t’ bloody anny, that’s what he 
wants to do,’ he said 

‘Yes and you want to gtt into i bloody irmy as well,’ 
my mother said 

This e\ehanfi[w of epigr un^ seemf d to mark the end of the 
convex sit ion I turned to go 

‘>Xhi.ies he going no7 the old u in ^u^J 
T’m g »irig to be sKk,’ I said viciouslv' 

I went into th lounge expecting Gnn t» tos*- her 
widow s mite info »h( eontjoi/crsy is 1 { is ed T il‘med 
at her as I walked rovards the hill door and saw at oikc, 
with i quKk sense ol pani sbt w i ( nt 

I shouted ‘Mctlier’ Q iiel » md looked ur at the Cvil 
ing rath r than it my f raudmo h t She wi s]»^img in her 
armchair in i euruni i\ ii^id po’^Uion her \lIIow face eon 
vulsed her n ek nel d buk Sp<ck of fviim appeared on 
her lips and hei w itenng evt w le bulgini^ ^ht. wis trying 
toexveMit but IK euil ^.iire If i skinp\ hind gr pped 
the arms of h r ch-iir ind her bae,k was ire he d as though 
she had fiozen lu the ict ot g< iting up 

My meuher and the oid min ^ mu ni hiug iiro the ro« m 
‘Now look what you ve done my moihei eneel The old 
man disned over to open the window 

lie shou* d ‘She s having i blood\ fit e ui’t >ou see** 
Get t snelline^ salts * Go on then, frarr^e youiself’’ 

Glad to get out of IT, I galloped upstairs for the sn ellmg 
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salts Gran’s fits, occunmg nowadays with increasing 
regularity, always filled me with dread and, I could not 
help It disgust 1 had a honor that I would one day be 
alone with her in the house when she threw one, and I was 
often haunted by the thought ol what I would do in these 
circumManccs Rumniiging iround in my mother’ > dress- 
ing-table tor the sm lling salts aiiiomarically conning the 
contents ot the diawcr lo stt if 'ihe had found anything of 
mine and hidden it 1 rcali/cd that emerging from my panic 
wa' the old thought that perhaps thi*^ time Gran would die 
ind th le would be nc more scenes I tried to push the 
thoi jht v>ut bv tii counting md quotii g mdhod Seventy’' 
fou? nintty six thcloyd m\ shepherd 1 ^hall not ant ^ 
(filming 1 Imlt I no longer h d that she was de^id but 
thit he wa all o- at It ist lool ing ill right on the face 
of It with the foam wipe el ofi ht r Ups and everything look- 
ing normal I found the gte n bottlt ot smcllmg salts and 
went down tair \t the iiun of the tiirs r ^ping m’v shoe 
Against ^ht le)o < stair red 1 loid rnv tlf Thai 1 \ould count 
♦ne iru that at the viid tf tint nine he wculd have le- 
CO^ered ind J v\0 ild go in 

1 e our^cd siowl V o e iwr thiL four v\ The hail 
d )i r e)p ned uddenl^ ind the old man was pe,enng round 
urgenth ‘Come oi whit vou blooib doing-*’ I pimped ihe 
reinii i np tans ind hmdtd bin the bottle Sail Ktl sick,' 
I niiitteud Tie shut the eh or ii in\ lue 

I w dked slowh hick lip'll nr trying t\) yyiah^ myNclf fe^l 
sick but with no sutee T went lute v room and lay 
shn Cling «in the bed I r med my us to L^tcn h'lr the 
voices dc^wnsiaiis me"* told mvseK that I ceuld heir the 
faint voice ol titan ue^ that ihit meant he was ill nght 
now lo get the incident out < f niv held I tried ^ut a piece 
of No I thinking concerning mv own deith md the giief 
of the family It tapeud out ind, feelin note at east, I 
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began to think aggressively, and then constructively, casting 
myself slowly into the role of master of the house There 
was an insurance man bullying Gran into taking out a 
funeral policy, but she was too dim to know what it was all 
about I came in just as the msutance man was becoming 
sneering and abusuc ‘Would you mind, sir^ Ihis lady 
happens to be my grandmother.’ - ‘And who are you>’ - 
‘Let us say that I have some experience m these matters ’ 

By now then were del nitely voices downstairs, and I 
heard the old man going out into the garage He wouldn’t 
be going inn the garage if evfr 3 nhing were not all right I 
breathed in deeply and began to sing quictJv to mvself I 
rolled m\sclf oft the bed, ^‘ood around indecisneh for i 
moment, them kneeled clown and dragged the Cmill Chist 
out, cheeking the stanip-t dgnig only p< rluneiorily and not 
worrying overmuch wb thei they had been m it oi not 
It was tim» loi another decision I optmd the wardiohe 
and g )l elov n ihe biggi ‘•t ‘•hect ol brown piper I < t)uld tind 
I spread it out over the bed Then I it 11 onct cigain into a 
mild stu}X)i puttnie iht neent eointisuffin i\wnsrnrs 
imo some kind of gias s-eytd pei'^jceiivt BmoJing o\tr 
<fran cotnplami aboui my old laincojt m ihc badiroora, 
I lemembercd with a jolt the kitcr still there in it I 
bounded into the bithre»oiii and felt for n in m\ lamctiat- 
cum-dressufg-gown poeket It wa stil the'-e I temk it out 
and in( d to n memlKT ihe wa\ I h id loKied it 1 hev would 
surely have mentioned the mutr r if inev h xd opened it ind 
re’^ad It I smoothed the letui out, ind fluft tell out ot the 
creases I rcatl ii again 

Dtor Ml h'f'ihct, 

Man\ thank for uTipi and g'li/s, I can wsc sow uf the 
and pay arcot hngly im ^tafj job, cVclL / ngtef to 
tell youy I do not hai c ‘^tajf be ^ide mv manager, hut s^ inal 
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of the boys do work for me, you might be interested %n this* 
Why not call in for a chat next time you are m London? 
Best of luck and keep writing, 

Danny Boon 

Read in this light with the old man’s threat to kick me 
out tentatively expressed it nut actually confirmed, it did 
not seem alter all much to gf) on The thought of being in 
London began to fill me, once again, with apprehension I 
walked back mto the bedioom and took out the pound notes 
that 1 had been hoaiding in my wallet There were nine of 
them I emptied my loou* change out on to the sheet of 
wrapping paper on th< bed fourteen and sixpence Nme 
pounds fourteen and nxpcn^c Bui I could not do the com- 
plicated sum of s'lbtracrinp rail laics, rents meals, and the 
re>l of It I put the money away and turned back to the 
Cjuilt Chest 

Caretullv, I winkled out a ^tack of about three dozen 
calendar* and piled ihem tin the dicct of brown paper, 
fbere seemed to bt rexjm for irore I got another dozen, 
and then wrapped th* whole lot up, finding a length of 
sTimg in ihe elephani-shajK'd vase ou the bedroom mantel- 
pKcc Thtw made a hea\> parcel, beaviei than I had ex- 
pected I closed the Ciuilt Che^i putting the stamp-edgmg 
in a new [losition and wtm downstairs, humping my parcel 
with me In the hall I picked ip e i;ramopbtme lecord 
that had been ihtTe lor das*' waiting to go hack to the 
shop 

I went nc^^ollslv mto the h'unge Gran was sittmg in her 
chair with a shawl over ht.r shoulders, drinking weak tea 
and moanfng compo^edlv tn show that she vas siill not her- 
self I breathed htaiily with relief and went thiough mto 
the kitchen, where my mtithcr had started making cones. 

Ts she all right, " I said grufHy 



‘As all right as she’ll ever be/ my mother said wearily, 
m her maityr’s voice I decided to let it go at that 

She nodded towards the parcel under m> arm 

‘What’s that-'’ 

‘Books Papers Records/ I ‘aid 

‘Where art you going with them*^’ 

‘Chucking them out, like he told me to,’ I said, using my 
own mart5n[’s \oicc 

‘Don’t be silly/ my n other said casilv and wtni on 
baking I walked out ot the house The ola man was still 
messing about in the eat age 

Instead of walking down ( herrv Row I wilkcd up it, into 
Valley Gardens, along Vallt\ Gardens mto MoorsiJe 
Gardens and along Moor^idt Cjaidcns pa-,1 tb builder*’ 
huts and over the rubbish up that led sutply down into 
Stiadhouf^hton Mooi 

Sirtdhoughton Moor was i kind ol pi i ird h m on the 
edge of the. town Ii wis fringed on Moor idt by the d\( 
work Stiadhoughton I own lootbau ground and ‘omt 
public lavaion^s TIk icnm )f the Mo>r pn^d with 
Cinders, when gtn^riuors hid upptd ibtii Gg and ashes, 
and whert the annua fair* were h Id Ihcrc was i cir 
ciirafcrtnce of sparse yellow gr iss whtr the old men walked 
in summer and I look the pa<^h thev hjd worn lowud* a 
potkd of ston cottage mo tlv tond mned ^hai huddled 
rni*erablv logtunr in a eoiner of the Moo^ Behind iht 
cotn^rt Srradhougbfon Moor rose •steeply again out of an 
ashpit to meet the scriggy illoiineni ard btyond them, 
the leal moors ot Hojghtondale siieh is were illustiated 
in the Council vcaibook I mf ended to drop my pared of 
calendars down a porholt 

I (.nioyrd walking he»e Cfivcn a quiet d iv I could always 
talk to nijself and ir was easy to pieture the clifflike, 
craggy boundaries of the Moor as the borders of Ambrosia 
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The sun was still out, in a watery sort of way, and there was 
a hard, mctal-grey slune on the afternoon. The faint waves 
of shouting, and ail other noises, sounded remote and not 
very real, as though heard through a sheet of glass. 

In Ambrosia, we were settling down to a shaky peace. 
The reactionary, Di (irovcr, weakened ii was true by his 
Quisling record but still a power to be reckoned with, had 
got hold of some letters I had written to Arthur, outlining 
our plans for taking over the state Li?, potentially the 
coiinliy’s first home secrctaiy, was abolishing the prisons. 

I had reached the biokox-Jovin couages by now ‘Mr 
Prcsi»l\ nt,’ I 'aid aloud ntgonaimg the a'hj.it and wonder- 
ing whether to drop the parcel ol calendars m it to be 
found, soggv and duintcgrating, lilc a haby\ body in a 
shoe box. 'Dement acT is a *^tranger to Ambrosia And vet 
this IS a country of democrats You know what this is?' - I 
held up the gramophone tecord I had brought ou^ with me 
‘Ii IS a balJc't jnper Mi Prcsidepu I v\j11 not rest until wc 
have dcmociacv h\ ti in tins. ( r mciem lana )f ouis ’ 

I H rambled up tin ishpa until I had reached the top of 
the M(W and was standing <»n the of yiass sutrouiid- 
iu.> the all( lmenr^ I looked down vM r rhe d(re ot cinders, 
across the lines of washing and the f^rrace-ena pubs, the 
grandstand rool of thi i»'otbdI] gro aid adveitising Bile 
Beam ind the blavk Morii' police ' union 

‘Wc will rebuild - I began in ic nnnng /oice I heard 
a slight truHchiTig noise bctiind nic, and turned round A 
rt)ugh path ot 'lone cliippiiU-'* led throi h the plots of 
beetroot and bii» blue cabba'^e towards he tutt}^ moor- 
land St agger me along the pith like some lost shepherd, 
doubtless luing out h“ <iwn pir ate dic'»ms Dr Johnson 
or George Boirow or ‘oinsbodv, •aine GouikiIioi lauxbury 
himself, dabbing Ins streamnig eus and clutchu»g his 
gnarled old stick. 
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My heart missed a beat, and I wondered quickly how 
many beats it had missed this day, and whether it could 
only miss so many before you were dead, and if so how 
far was I off the total There was nothing to dodge be- 
hind, unless I caicd to jump back into the ashpit, but m 
any case ht had seen me I composed my fav.e to look 
as though I wasn’t douig anything and lightened my grip 
ol the ^uddenly tnorm(»us parv,cl of calendars under my 
arm 

Courcillor Duxburv cime flapping down the stone path, 
raising his ^tick in salute 

‘Atuinoon, hd* he cillt d in his iich so^^ahtd orkdiirc 
relish \oice 

‘Afternoon ( oiineillor* I calltd in ihc robust voice 

Tt >asunnv un ibis* ’App< n tin s w itehing t footbilP’ 

‘Nay ahm iust bahn U r i vail over i moor I ah\a\^ 
talked to t ( uncillor Duxburv in his ovn diakct half 
mockingly half eor ipjiMMlv u inlK goidiiig ravsel* int) 
mtcniil hv terie vhtn 1 lh»)aghi hew 1 wji ul I rtprodine 
the ce)n\ciMfKi to \rthirliur 

hat s got thx.ci then 1 crfvu ev^* fit poin*^ d 
with his ^tKt at Y t h^ eld t l in rht s ii u , 
deadpan expnssiun thi’' hid ivon him h s iiTeMinie r pnta 
lion as a in the eoiincit chamber 

‘N IS v)ld grmiophone uetrls’ I nd vildlv | roducing 
the me record T Jio hi^ is prf ot lie Qid ni ask m<. 
vhct( T w IS taking th».in 

‘Ave, til 1 veu ntwt ill e ihit, ht xk\ His intrroiy 
hid b m joggid o nianv time by I cJu interMew that 
he now regarded cv r> stiiemetit i a enc lor hi'^ rtmini 
cc*ie(S and in> longer bother a to idd ‘vb n I wtic a hd’ 
or ‘fot tv year ago Ther’ w le nowt like tliat Wt hid to 
make our own music if wanted it else go without ’ He 
rattled on as though he wore him^'elf an old gramophone 
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that has just been kicked back into action I was not sure 
that he knew who I was Enruely lost in himself he began 
to mumble about the Messiah and I let him, full of frothy 
self-congratulaiion because I would be one up on Arthur 
i\hen the next Duxbury routine came up. 

‘No, ther’ were novir like ihat ’ He stopped at last to 
wipe his nose, making a ritual ol it with a coloured hand- 
kerchief about the si/c ol a bed-'^h<“et He p&u'ed between 
sniffs and shot me what h< imagined to be a playful glance, 
the expression he ai’Aass uore when he asked people how 
old they thought he was 

la think ah could climb down yon ashpit?’ 

‘Nay, iha\i breal tin ne^l, (oun^jlloi” 1 said, giving 
him entirely the wrong ari’^w^ i He gave me a sour look and 
Slid ‘Aye, Well ah’'‘ll hav., m rnarage it whether or no. 
Ab'm bahn down (o t' police st itum ’ 

My heait mns('d annilKi bt it, or raihcr ceased opt laimg 
altogether lor i second 

‘Whai’s la hahn down tlmr tor, dien'' I told mvself 
optimi tJcally ihji il u \\t» uhfnii ok h.' wt»uld be going 
U) the town hall nc\cr inuid tin UKai police aation Be- 
M , he ilidn'r know whe J w is 

( ouncilk'F l')uxl uiv 1 ‘Wi ic pulling l’ bagger 

down 

I gulped with relief, although mv heart wa^* snll at it 
‘lha's not, is la'*’ I said, packi.jj^ »inv incruluIiL> into my 
vo.ee 

‘Av(, we arc that Ah >on e(JU*'e-> in i" thev’rc going. 
And the^v won t gt t coiOidJ hou rhn i and six a week, 

lice diet.’ 

I <hook my head in sympathy md saw that he was going 
into another ol Iias levciic 1 ti msurred mv parcel from 
one- arm to the other 

‘It’s dll change', ’ said Q.uncilloi Duxbur* ‘All change, 
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nowadays T’ old buildings is going T’ old street is going 
T’ trams, they’ve gone ’ 

‘Ave,’ I said, sighing with him ‘It’s not t’ same wi’ i’ 
buses, IS it>’ One good shove, I thought, and he would 
be down at the botioin of the ashpit, where he wanted to 
be 

‘It were all horse-diawn trams, and afore that we had to 
walk It’s all change T’ old mills v going T’ old dialect, 
that\ going,’ he said 1 suddenly realized that he knew 
perfectly well that I did not talk in dialect all the time, and 
also that it was ridiculous to imagine that he did not know 
I worki^d lor him To prevent him sd\ing whatever he 
might have hern goint^ to s*i\ next, 1 b<.gan to talk, looking 
dcspi lately down over Stradhoughton Moor 

‘Well, progress is all vtiy weP ’ I >aid ‘Bui it’s a pi<v we 
don’t have a Yorkshire tradition o progress’ I was tiving 
to modify the diak< l so th^u I cimld drop out ol il e('n» 
plttelv withiii th^ minuu I nodded dt»v u tt »he polut 
'>taLion ‘I don’t mind daik s-itanic inPK, bv gum when 
It eom« to d irk 'iianie hops, da’l s ilatii hri i mg wsr 
ind darl sannn pe lice staliniis ’ J bn kc oft, mL/u g that 
I h^d never werktd oji thi end c»f this sente net I looked 
at C ouneillen Du^bury for the let dime but ht was iwaj, 
staring gia si]\ i vei rht Mex r 

*- (lift TMit I u'ucloded hmeW Ik dui not seem 

inclined to sp^ ik And va,’ I went nn grabbing htlf- 
re mem t'eieeJ till t of ativ Muiv> rhe DjIl ,-onversuioij Nnd 
yet we vt got ro r< mt rnoc r, ihii isn t a itugion if s a eounfv 
W.’ve er-’ 

I tailed <'ff agim Counrillor Diixburv had the fixed ex- 
pression ihai old men hive when they ue lo>f lu then 
thoughts, or what they claim are iheir thouahts, not listen- 
ing to a woid I wis siying A quid guM ot wind sw^ept 
around our anUcs I ope.n< d my mouth to speak again, le- 
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membenng another bit, and then suddenly, \Mihout moving, 
he carved straight into my monologue 

"Tha' a nU one fhem talendar^, inH 

I blanched, rocked on my heels md nearly fell over the 
grass edge into the ashpit below I luoled into his face to 
see it thtre wa anv sii picKui oi a boys-will be boys 
chuckle, but Ilf muniaincd hi dcadpin look as though he 
ttlling wr^ ]ok s at a ma«‘OPic dinnti 

Bv, that s capped me theer, C/mneillor^’ was all I could 
rhmk of to say 

‘Avf , and th^i capped tne an ill * Ah were re< t taken back 
whci Shidiaekranvnu upo t tekphfut iUi d hV thowi a 
lad likt thee woulf* hd\^ fad uior* tnse ’ Ik spC'K easily 
and not suinlv, lile i \or' hir balLr hlhiig m plet-lmcs 
m 1 di kwt eoimds 1 1 meied that he w Js p « ring with ki en 
sirpicion il the paref 1 of < aier i irs, and wonden d if it were 
nut fhit tbcTf wt ’M (. oli m n ind he w n (Hjc of them 
1 Jidn t know whit to nuU i I \en h he km w I worked 
tor blip I wi^ s irp’*! vd 1 i h if ola di uncul^h me flora 
Sump ind Aiihur 1 1 ad i n kIc inn Jht to tell him rbil 
I as Arthur ind mu he w u f.ettn f the tw of js mis:ed 
ap 

1 Slid nothing 

'•o this eomg !( I >id» '> u h nd A.th mild 
intMc ^ a tlniieh ibjLa of die .altndirs had hLtii 
se tied entiKls ’'o his all I el on 

^lopciLih I did th m lu L dhiHii h’-dapid wi 

SttadhtMiahtf 11 Itemnibi l t k liu ti t thiaipid was 
? \o J Arthur niil i ha 1 i ivi ip 

‘How doe^ la mean*'’ 

‘Il’spiirhu mm kbit, no ni kling ’ I iid usim^ mother 
imuiicu j hra e ii iii> <oin| left pnu*. 

A\w 1 he fud nan pokt d lUe g»ou^ d with hi^ and 
said jgam, ‘Avc J had tu* uuh ition what ’ wis rivnkmg 
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about at all I tried hard to keep talking, but I could not 
think of a single word of any description 

Well tha’s gotten me in a very difficult position,’ he said 
weightily, at last 

‘How does ta mean. Councillor^’ 

He studied me keenly, and I realized for the farsi umc, 
with a sinking heart, that he was not as datr as he looked 
‘Is la taking a rise out o' me, young man>’ 

1 felt myself flushing, and found my whole personality 
shifting into ihe familiar position of shecpnhness and guilt. 
‘No, of course not ’ 

‘Well )ust talk as thi mother and father brought rhct up 
to talk, then Ah’ve had no education, ah had tu educite 
myself, but that’s no reason toi thee to copy t’ way / talk ’ 
He spoke sharplv but kindl}, in i voice of authority with 
some kind of inhnitc wisdom hehind u, ami at that rntmicnt 
I felt gejiuincly a'hanicd 

‘Now siThti We’ll noin go ower r’ in* and otiS of it, 
tha’s been owtr all ’hat down at t’ office B^l \ojnv Shad- 
rack thcer think*^ an ought to ha\c d word wT thi lather 
about thee What dee ta say ui that ^ 

‘I don’t k^ow,’ 1 m Jticred han^uiio^ rns head I wondued 
how I (ould isk him, w ihout ^^.t 1 Mllv bcggu*g lor mcicy, 
nor to talk to the old nan 

Wed don’t look v il rba’' lost a bob iiul iun si^juncc! 
Tha’s no deead ytt * 

I looked dp u him and ga\( hun a thin gn^tful smile 
‘Straighten thi bai k up* That'’* bettci Now sither Ah 
don’t know what ah’sll do AhMi ha\^ to think about whir’> 
best But sith<r Ht gripped m\ aim I did no^^ fed em- 
baii issed, f was able, even, to look *^teadilv inio his eyes 
‘Snher Tha’rt a young man Iha s got a long way to go. 
But tha can’t do it b} thiscn Now think on ' 

He released my arm, leaving me fcclmg that he had said 


92 



something sage and shrewd, although 1 was unable to 
lathom quite what he was gettmg at He was stuffing his 
handkerchief into his overcoat pocket, preparmg to go I 
did not want him to go I did not letl afraid I felt a kind 
of tentative serenity and I wanted him to go on with his 
old man’s advice, telling m< the things I should do 
‘My grandma’s poorlv,’ I said suddcnlj^ without even 
knowing that I was talking But hi did nor seem to hear. 

‘Ah’m glad to have had t’ chance o’ talkmg to thee,’ he 
said He turntd and began to mah his way gmgerly down 
the gendcst slope ot the a hpit ffeiing the way with his 
shin^ stick Half-way down he mined back awkwardly 
‘ f hmk on ’ he said 

I looked Jiwn ift r him, only ju*"! beginning to icalive 
that for the first time I warned lo tell 'om^body about it, 
ind that I c»mld vtiy ptobabh havr > pi im,.d i* all to him 
I hid to re-)ist an imf iibf Ht t ill back alter him 
i ‘tood there until h«. wi whb on the gras'' perimeter 
‘urroundmg ihc «actch of iindtr I f id a teeline, cue that 
1 w mnd to keep It was i It diue ol pi ti f* and melancholy 
1 wd not at all iliaid 1 v i’ d h ippd e alo ig rbe rough 
ston,. path through the allotmcits to the quiet moorland 
b 'ioud, and evtn while I was b jfving the cal^ndais the 
fishm: w IS snli VI h mt 
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The Witch dJrcad\ hshing in her handbag for an 
orange, but I was m a la e mood of optimism, as though 
I Were starting a life or something We were on lop 
of the No 1*7 bus, bound for the Corpoiinon Cemetery 
I was humming qmeil\, and fingering iw() or ihrec of 
Stamp’s pission pills m iny \ oeket Ihe W it eh was fuming 
to herself o\er the approaches th it had been made her 
by various men in nineoais while she waittd toi me m 
St Botolph’ Passage luefiK lor me the experifnce had 
put ht r out of mood lot window shopping 

Hilf-wa^ to tht. ceinttv*'v, he w is iiJl gcung or loout it 
‘There ait some n i-.tv peonk about ’ 

‘Mm’ I ^aii Ili\^ i pa sioii piil T htki lv^o oi the 
little blael- Kao out ir the palm of m\ hand 1 iktgv 
tablets, they are I d hisfiiy r^ahunp whjf 1 hid > i 
Slid ‘Wk always c?j 1 ilum passion pil^ fhtv’f'^ sup])o ul 
to gnt von cm rgv ’ 

Ihe Wuiii wi digging he*- diumbnai) \iei<ud\ into 
tht ped ot htr otai ee iht bus w i*- f i nt, c row >1 id- 
vertioiig hoardings 

Tool, dure v’in , I cried \eitedl/ elutehuig hci sleeve 
and jabbing at the wjikUiw 1 o > jui It wa an idvtir toi 
rhun PP, lh( v iw ea’kd lhat s wh\ they re x Kknamcd 
pa >ion pills You n '‘Uj'pond to uK two ’ 

rile "Witch, stufhng bits of c laiigt into be^ mouth, gi\e 
me her pifving l^ck ‘What i the boy talking ibout'" she 
said 

I put on the frank ind open grin* and held out the two 
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black pills. ‘Very nice with fruit ! * I said in the persuasive 
voice. 

The Witch made some heavy weather over a sigh. 
‘Better humour the boy/ she saul with an attempt at mock- 
resignaiion. She took the two pills m her mouth and 
knocked them back with a «hce of oiangc ‘Satisfied^’ 

I sal hack contentedly and lit a cigarette 

‘Fifth today ' 

‘Last one/ the Witch cautioned 

I ife seemed n^mporanly grjod We got off the bus at the 
cemetery gales and walked up tlic broad red-gravel avenue 
betw vii the white grav* sront . Sometimes, in expansive 
moments sa^h as this, J coulu understand what the Witch 
found so fascirating ibour this [lace In tact it sometimes 
fascinated me h was open tidv- and secure, like the cam- 
pus in an American college mu ical After ♦be black, streaky 
tombs of St Bofdlphs chiuihsaul dicrv wa^ something 
plcisant^V nornnl about th< symrerrKaJ ^ovv^ of neat head- 
stones md the tidy obK ngs ot clean [^ebb^es All the people 
here ccm<*d to ha\< died a modern, hi althy sort ot death. 

We strolh*d on to iht gns^ vcige between the grates, 
making our wav !(♦ the public •‘lit Iter outside the red-brick 
ihapcl at the end of th^ long drive* 1 he Witch, completely 
111 her ehnuTir, darted ha how one grave to another, 
admiring die angels and ihc Stp mb i Sowers, and crying 
‘(>h, l<H)k, pet isnt it vvhf never ',he found a stone 

crib 1 rom tune to time would stcop ^^evcreiitly over a 
headstone and r^ad out one of the vases hipped in gold, 
square letreiing 

W ith MVf di u * v/ Motlit r end Jad, 

Happ% 7Vt M’ the yta/s i t hud. 

And ii 19 LOf?if(n/ tfi nv paw 
You ati lu iV logi tin I ai^am. 
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I listened to all this benevolently So far as I was con- 
cerned, this was the scene where you see a close-up of a 
clock and the minute hand moves round a quarter of an 
hour to show the passage of time Remembcrmg the fiasco 
earlier in the da> 5 1 decided to give htr a good twentv-five 
minutes ihis time, and she had quoted enough verses to fill 
an anthology btfore wc reached the deserted shelter by the 
mock-Norman door of the burial chapel 

I got her snuggling up to me m the d'lrk comer tv here 
we had carved our initials, that vva'* ihc far si step 
‘Happ>>’ 

‘Mmmmm ’ 

I kissed her She ie*)pondtd dumsilv 

‘Barbara ^ TcJl me, how do you fet i 

‘Cortcnicd, she ud, squ.v,7in<^ up to me httuushly 

‘You don’t fi cl - yi)u know, rcstkss'^’ 

‘No’ 

J Ml there stroking her '^Ueve, trying to g* ^ ‘‘Ome avtion 
our of h.r I pj mv mouth close hi is hti* ^ht 

was nu sing about maUng litrlc ttsMng noi v with h r 
llp^ and It wa'» inqoosib* to ge at her for length >1 
lime 

‘Would >ou like moth r < lurg/ rablei ’ 

'No ^hank voa, pet Ih«.\ eem to make mi k epv ’ 

I grabbed hold of hvt irms rougluv and uigLiiil^ 'slu 
sat uj), reeogi n mg thi sign 

‘Barbai i, I ^ud m th^ pkadirp voice Baibari' 

‘Don 1 be aiigiy igun pel ')he pi aded (lulflung her 
hindbag full of otang* ^ in ila^m 

Tm not angrv, just sad Barbara - von knew you re 
making me ill, don t vou^ 

‘Poor Billy * W hy am I making you ill 
Dallmg * HttV% >ou ever heard ol* ’■eprc''siom The 
nervous rcaciious lhai affect men who arm e, well - the 
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only ending I could think of for the sentence was a phrase 
of Stamp’s, ‘Getting it regular ’ I let the thing peter out. 

‘I know whot you mean, pet,’ the Witch said, gently but 
desperately, as though she were soothing a dangerous 
lunatic ‘But ye must be patient We must We’d only 
regret it ’ But I wa^ already regretting it J found myself, 
quite suddenly, not carmg a damn one way or the other, 
onl\ wondering vthat I vtas doing here in ’a cemeury with 
a stone woman, anyway 

I nmucred Torget it’ and kaned back in the hard wooden 
shcltci with my eyt' closed, calculating how soon I could 
g( ay ay J had bun iiKMning to ,ch< m*. out >ome way of 
k^'eping Witch out of the Roxy tonitrht, out of the way 
ol Rita, and I dtcuied that u was high tunc T got to work 
on It A ttniativi plot began to form m my mind, u rang- 
ing to m<ct the Wiith outside the Odeon, not turning up, 
and then txphining the whole iiufortunatc misunderstand- 
ing when Uit c imc to t^a roinoirow A vtaining bell 
iounued jn biam tn ih idea of iht Witeh coming 
t(» ic i Stt U Itch it {japtuin Iht w id^ I hid cnbbled 
down hours bvfon cdUcniv lia h(d likt i neon uan in my 
head 1 ^at up leaiii '‘hatpU 

‘Djlling’ ^ 

‘Miiimitj ^ She y a*' iliiton aslu p 

‘P'llma, at \\v sill toning r^a tjmorrow^’ 

Tin Wiich Sit up haull aiid he t me i keen ylance, 
danngme towngt^lt out of it 

Ol LOUISA That’s win 1 wa^ hopm veau would hd\e 
got my ciigag*^ iiieiit nnc ba k ’ 

Got>d ’ 

I swallowed I had rehearsed this once, but that was days 
ago I tried tu \i uali/c the stage insirinruns, looling 
studiously down at the stone flagged flodi’ and ti-»v.ing one 
of the c racks with my foot 
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‘There’s something I want to tell you,’ 1 said m the low 
voice. 

The Witch said nothing but, employing her mam de- 
fence mechanism, stiffened 

‘You know what you were saying about lovmg me even 
if I were a criminal?’ 

‘WelP’ in her icy voice We had had a fairlv tortured 
evenmg once when the Witch had cornered me into ad- 
mittmg that I would love t er in every conceivable circum- 
stance - age, mhmuty, unfaithfulness fthc idea of her 
being unfaithful had rathei charmed incj, and criminal 
record bemg tak^n into iccount I had hid no option but 
to fire the same htany bad at hci, and had got so far as to 
make her agree that c\ en it 1 shot her father and mother she 
would still, she thought, lovt me 

‘I \sondtr if you’ll still lovt me when vt u’ve h ard what 
I’ve got to siv, I said 

The Witwh wa rapidU withdrawing into i c<»tCHUi ot 
foimalit> ^ 

‘You sec - well, vou Inow ttiit 1 vc t a furl} vi\id 
imagmation, dou t }ou 

‘V^vll v<»u hivt to h^vc, 'Ol rf gome to hf a <=^.npt- 
writer, don’t yoU'*’ hv oaid smugh 1 here, wtic octaaoiis 
when I would havt wdlingly sho*^ lut iitvci mind hei 
leldtions 

‘Weil hcing 1 sciipt-wntt r,’ I counniKd pond( **ously, 

‘I m perhaps a bit inclined u lei mv iniagitiuiru lun away 
with me As you know 

The Witch said nothing, but she was beginning to ^ 
breathe heavily through h< r uosinh 

‘You ^ec, if - if weVe going to have our life together, 
and the cottage, and little Billv and hi lie Barbiia ind the 
wishing well and•^ail that, there’s some things we’\e got to 
get cleared up I marly add^d ‘and implemented. 
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‘What things?* 

According to my stage instructions I was to give her a 
frank, honest glance. I was unable to do it, and decided to 
rely on a Irank, honest profile 

‘Some of the things Fm atraid Fve been telling you.* 
The Witch said, in her direct, devastating way : ‘Do you 
mean you’ve been telling 

‘Weil not lies exactly, but I suppose iVe been - well, 
exaggcialmg some things Being a script-wnter . Another 
idea crossed my mind, that of slapping ihe Witch acioss the 
mouth <ind striding out ol the cemetery, never to meet her 
agam 1 put it aw 13 ^ ‘Well loi instance^ there’s that busi- 
ness about mv father Hun being a sea captain.’ 

In a weak moiiuni, or lather in a panoramic series of 
weak moments, I had uud iht Witch that during the war 
the old map had been th( captiui of a destroyer. He had 
been partly responsible for sinking the (haf Spee before 
being (. iptnn J - one ol th< hr^t nun to be captured b\ V- 
boars, as a maiKt of tact - and had spent thr^e year*; m a 
piisonoi>ol war c^mp Ht hid been wounded in the leg, 
whu h SI ill g 1 * e fam some tiounle 

You mean he waMi’i a set ( iptain. I snpp(»sc^’ said the 
Witch, an<J 1 was suipri^cd that /it didn’t >ecm sjipnsed 
‘He wssn’t even in the n i\ I said 
‘And what iboui him bciU/ a | iiMiner-of-war^ Don't 
sav [hut was all iic') 

‘Yes ' 

The Witch turned away with a quick lovement of ihe 
head, bringing tcais to liet e>ts without difficulty I sus- 
pected thiT she had pcif^cted the whole action m from of a 
mirror Its point was i< make u quite evident that she was 
turning away and not )usi looking away Reachmg out for 
the most banal ^cmaik I could lind I said . 

‘Are you cniss?’ 
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There was a practised silence. The Witch gave it ±iriy 
seconds and then said ; 

‘Noj I’m not cross Just disappomted, that’s all. It sounds 
as though you were ashamed of your father.’ 

I sat bolt upright and steamed the heat into my voice. 
‘I’m not ashamed. I’m not. I’m not 1 ’ 

‘Otherwise why say he was a sea captain^ What was he?’ 
I had to stop hiyself from saying ‘A conscientious objec- 
tor’ and startmg the whole thing ovci again I said : ‘He 
wasn’t anything He wasn’t fit He has trouble with his knee.’ 
‘The knee he’s supposed to have been shot in, I suppose.’ 
‘Yes,’ and I wa' now talking belligerently ‘Another 
thing, we haven’t got a budgie,’ 

I had told her that we kept a vellow budgerigar called 
Roger. I had regularly given her communiques about iis 
antics and there had been a highlight when Roger had 
flown our of his cage and nearly been caught bv Sarah, the 
tabbv 

‘Or a cat,' I said 

The Witch was shuffling h<"r handbag about and button- 
mg her coat tc> gm the impression ihn -he w is aboui lo 
leave 

‘How many other Iks have you hern lellinp me^’ 

‘My Sister ’ The Witch had roughly the same 'lory ab<»ut 
my imaginary sistei as I had given to Artliur'^ mother 
‘Don t tell me voti have n’t got a ’rister.’ 

‘I did have, but she s dead ’ Fhj', time it was out brtore 
I could prevent it I ran rapidly over ihr new turn, and 
within seconds I had established death from tuberculosis, 
and a quiet funeral if you si ill want to come tomoirow, 
they never talk about htr,’ T said 

i’m not sure I shall be cominv, now,’ said the Witch. 
She shuddered elaborately. ‘I’ve always haled - lying ’ 

A happy thought struck me In ray pocket I still had the 
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miniature silver cross that had spilled out of her handbag in 
St Botolph’s churchyard - the one she was supposed to 
have given back io her cousin Alec. 

‘Have you?’ I said. I decided against producing the thing 
triumphantly and waving it under her nose, for the moment 
at least. 1 went into the hard voice and said: ‘Look, Bar- 
bara, we all have our faults I have mine. You have yours. 

‘I don’t tell said the Witch 

‘Don’t you^’ 

‘No!’ 

‘W^hdt about that cr<»ss oi whitevci n was that you were 
sup; osed to have given bark to your Lousm^’ 

‘Well, 1 ihd give It bacK’ said the Witch I was satisfied 
to the same smooth txpic^^aon on h^'r face that I wore 
so regulaiiv m\self 

‘Did yoiP’ I said cryptically She looked down at her 
handbag and ha( \ at me 

‘J told \ou I d guen it back and I gan it back.’ 

‘All right ’ I stood up is though washing mv hands of the 
whole bu*ine*s hTc>m the hiT«l \OKe into the matter-of-fact 
voice ‘f (Kik r\ got u, iiUo town now Vou probably 
woij'^ beliL.ve anvihuig I '^av after this, bur I may as well 
tell \ou thai I ' c been offered a job m London, It depends 
on your attitude w'helhiT J laki ir or not ’ 

Th W Itch go! to her U et, contriving a da/ed expiession 
1 fell like gMpping hci by the lapels of her coat and saying 
(oaisely 'Look, chum, J do all ihc-se nicks myself. I know 
them Pack »t in’ 

‘I shall nc\ei know whetht r you le telling the truth after 
this,’ she said. She walked with me dowm the gravel drive 
towards the cemeteiv gues, almost falling over her own 
feci in her atienijus to look ^♦raighi in front of b t. 

As we w'cTC passing ihv' last grave I sa^d m the bitter 
voice : ‘Well I know what m^ cpit iph will Ov 
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She did not reply at first, so I let her wait for it. At 
length she said : ‘What^’ reluctantly. 

‘ “Here lies Billy Fisher”,’ I said 

I put just the right amount of ruefulness in my voice, and 
it look eftea She caught my hand impulsively and said 
‘Don’t be cross with yourself ’ 

At the cemetery gates she stopped and held my hands at 
arm’s length, as though for mspeaion ‘Billy?’ 

‘Yes, dalling^’ 

‘Promise me somethuig^’ 

‘That ril never he to vou agam^’ She nodded ‘I’ll never 
he to you again,’ I said 

Holding hands, vie walked oui <'f the cemeter r Ihe first 
person I saw, coming towards u^ and ^oo near for me tc» do 
anythmg about it, was Arthur’s mother, carrymg a bunch 
ot pansies 

Out ot the <ide <'f my mouth I sad npidh ‘Do as I 
say, cxplaiJi latir^ Arthur s moihir caiat alongside us, 
I smikd broadlv 

‘Hullo, Mrs C rabtree 1 don’t think c incr my sister 
Sheila, ihi<' is Mr C rabtree ’ 

Arthur’s mother lo(>i wd at tpt is though 1 had hi^ her 
If suddenly struct me that 1 had made the wring decision 
She said iridignantl> 

‘I’m at I aid you’ve picked the wron<’' pei on to phy vour 
tneks w^ith r/ns time I happen to know Barbara ier\ well ’ 

The Witch, for pubJic eon umpiion onl]y, ga\e me her 
lolerant more-m-sonow look 

‘I think Its his queer sen^e of humoui,’ she •^aid 

‘Got to eateh a tiain,’ I gabbled ‘Bus’ A No 17 was 
pulling !>]owh awav fiom the bus stop I jumped on and 
gallopt d up the stair i., getting the Ambrosian repeater gun 
mto position 
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‘Wh\t, is ihi% for me as wcll>’ asked Riia mcreduIou^lv 
I nodded m> mouth so fuJl of epg sandvvich that m} eyes 
wcic w'tlLring ‘Been robbing a bank,’ I chuiiUred, splut- 
tering tfK^d It t\a airtady fisc o'clw.k, and the ll^^t time 1 
had eaien since bn akfast 

‘Cugh * Got o\sl t Ise you don t \sant >’ She was genuinely 
delighted, more pleaded, in faei, than '^ht had b\-en over 
the engagement raig Sh< pui tne siJvet c»‘o s round her 
neck tumbling under hei m tiili< blonde hair to fasten the 
skndet eham 

‘Joan ot Ale,’ said Arthur 

Oo, It wok up tgim*’ Slk bar d her teeth at him, 
registering esigge aicd su)»n Uiaid that she had perhaps 
Inen sounding rcK’ griref il ind Iho made a loo] of herstlf, 
die -.aid dubiously pe«.iin^ down at the »^n>ss Aren t >ou 
siippi «ed to go to ehurch oi summat when voa wear one of 

Arthu» said ‘Yes, souht nn Xu take a vow of ehastity’ 
‘(ift baek in the IruleDcu bieh^ad^ Rita pKk<d up my 
empty plate, a nitnc I ie<ogni/f d as in i»bAUie gc^iure of 
affcciion You < an bung nir a h r eoar tomorrer ’ ;>he said 
genially She went ba<^ t<i the eoui ^er, I iving u^ smmg 
at the roekciy tihlt in the ce^rmr of the Kit-Kat by the 
huge, throbbmg retngt lator 

‘Ihe sexfulnts, is ter^die,’ Arthur said, watching her 
go. 

I was back m the buoyant, almost hysterica) moon 
‘Lo, she is the han<iimiden ot my desnes t said, raising 
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a solemn right hand* Arthur took the cue to go into the 
Bible rouune. 

‘And a voice spake/ he said in a loud, quavering voice 
‘And the voice said Lo, who was that lady I saw ye with 
last cock-crow>’ 

‘And Moses girded up his loins and said Vcnly, that was 
no lady, that was my spouse,’ I responded 
‘Yea, and it was so ’ 

‘Yea, e\en unto the fifth and sixth generations ’ 

We finished our cofRie and got up, guffawing and blow- 
ing kisses at Rita ‘Don’t do owt I wouldn’t do* ’ she called, 
m an unusual mood herself 

We left the glass doors wid#^ open, the doughnut -eaters 
yelling ‘DcK>r * ’ after us, and walked cut mto Moorgatc and 
across the road towards Town Areadc 

I had got over the feeling of guilt at meeting Arthur so 
soon after the hideous t mtrftcmp with his mother I had 
been thinking of felling him about it tn rmt form oj 
another, hut now 1 was glad that J hadn’t 

We walked into Town \reade shouting ‘Pavmtr * Pis- 
m^ r * War declared * Paymer * ’ and our \ oicos echoc d under 
the arched ghs roof The women ^hf>pptrs, shullimg 
miserably altci < leli cthci with thur suing hig> and their 
packet^ irf cream b^cuits stated at us Paymer, ladv^’ I 
called, flouTisbing an imaginary L(ht To my own sur- 
prise, I found that I wa^ till carrying undti arm the 
gramophonf r*.cord 1 had taken out of the house hturs 
ago 

‘Let’s go take the pi s out of Maune ’ I said 
Maurie was the owtk r of the X-L Disc Bar a» <hc top of 
the Arcade, a slight, dapper little man who looked like an 
Armenian He wa* interested in ycuth work and all the r^"sr 
of it, and was always going on about showing tolerance and 
treaung e\erybody as adults When we had nothing to do 
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we would go m and bully him 'Hey, Maune, this record’s 
got all grooves m it ’ 

‘Wonder if 11 get any biickshec records out of him?* 
said Arthur Wc opened iht door wiih our feet and almost 
fell into the shop 

On Satuidav aht moons the X-1 Disc Bar was trowded 
with girls m gipsyt ar-rmgs andyouths in drainpipe trousers 
They were the Mm people that we saw in*ibe Roxy every 
w tk, but wc never saw them anywhcic else in Stradhough 
ton lhe> setmed to bt trmspor^td invisibly from one 
place to another I h( \ m idt m^ fc 1 cuiiouslv old fa hioned 
m n ^ stained i tincoat md m\ ( riimp’cd ^uii and 1 put on 
the mt<lltctual act sloping one houldtr down and try mg 
to look as though the rccoid under my arm wis a copy of 
Under Milk U uod One ot Kit Kat ctowd, doing a ort 
of ikat^ro Will/ round 1 he vli( p called Rip boiiv,j>* but 
nobody else look none 

lh( Di Bir wfold not na c riide a good subject lor 
Man o the Dal lure Skathboi'k It had bcexi a 

quite pa sib] > u odvin record bip when Mauiic first 
opened u, hi t judtr hi { »)hc\ of uv md 1 L live ii had 
bt^n quicklv reduced c i elass shamble*^ The cone- 
•.hap d jshtias t uido ilien bnt,hi ydlo \ mudged with 
black. Wen aln ia\ luuci broken and ibmdcncd The 
show ca es, which were sup| oseu o h in mid air on steel 
wn,.s, sigged ii d hmb <i sc dinger >usiv that thev had t( 
be propped up on old pawkinj casi Oin of them was 
bioken, i great jigged crick going drug < w cc^nier There 
were scuff marks ah along the orange w ills 

The girb in their tin in m)Lser«> swarmed arotmd the 
record booths, lening th( d jors swmgiiip open untidilv, so 
that hill a Jo/ n melodies - the pop songs, th trumpet 
specialities and the ja/z^d up hymns - met and collided 
somewhere m the x» iddle of the shop A I of about six- 
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teen in a leather lumber jacket was leaning against the 
counter, juggling with a plastic record sleeve. Little Maurie, 
in his red braces, was trying to make himself heard. ‘Would 
you mind? I know it’s a great temptation, but would you 
mind?’ 

Arthur pirouetted across the shop like a dancer, using 
the peculiar gliding steps that seemed to be more or less 
obligatory in this centre. He found a cluster of friends from 
the band that played at the Roxy, and was immediately 
swallowed up with them in the comer. I stood by myself, 
hesitating. The odd thing was that he seemed to know 
everybody and I didn’t. In the No. i thinking it was some- 
times the other way round. 

I heard a familiar, grating voice behind me and looked 
round. It was Stamp, holding up an l.p. and shouting: 
‘Hey, Maurie, is this a record?’ -- a joke, if you could call 
it a joke, that he had used a hundred times before. Stamp 
was never out of the Disc Bar. Little Maurie was the leader 
of the youth club whose illiterate posters Sr^mp was always 
designing. ‘Hey, Maurie! xMaurie! Is this a record?’ I 
cuffed his arm so that he almost dropped the l.p, ‘No, 
slipped disc.’ I said. 

‘Oh, they’ve let yow^.our, have they?’ jeered Stamp, his 
eyes narrowing maliciously, 

‘Yes, they wanted to make room for you,’ I said. I was 
glad to have met even Stamp, I turned away, looking around 
the shop to see if there was anybody else I knew. 

‘I say I ’ Stamp called me back. 

‘I w'ouldn’t come in on Monday if I were you,’ be said.,, 

‘I wouldn’t come in on Tuesday if I were you. Why not?’ 

He was grimiing in the malevolent way he had when he 
had got hold of a piece of rich bad news. ‘I’ve just been 
back to the office to get some stuff,’ he said. ‘Shadrack’s 
adding up your postage book.’ 
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‘After you with Shadrack,’ I said. I suddenly felt ill. In 
the light voice : ‘Did he say anything?’ 

‘Whdt?’ 

‘Did he say anyihing, dozcy! About the frigging postage 
book^’’ 

‘No, he was just muttering to himself He had all the 
money and all the stamps out, though lie was adding it all 
up How much h ive vou knocked off ’ 

‘Haven’t knocked anything off ’ Some ol Stamp’s friends 
were hovering round, staring at mt^ ‘Only the book’s not 
up to date, that’s all,’ I said 

‘Btistdl here we come, said Stamp. H^. turned back to 
his friends, tittering 0\tr his shoulder, hi >aid casually 
‘V'our mate’s upstairs 

I know at once, wMth a quick \ibraiion running through 
me, whom ho Aa^ talkmg about, exactly as I had known 
when he mmttonai htr ^hi, morning I glanced invoJun- 
laiily up the sMirv wheie the cii siial department was, all 
thcjught of Shadra^V going out of m\ head before it had 
tune even to laki toot C>iiv of Stamp’s friends, a dopey- 
looking youih in an Italian ^itiped ^iit, said' *GU in tkeiey 
C}Laih^^' I walked slowlv up the stairs, the noise fading 
into a cat ophoiioiis t)ickwaslj Ihings I had foi gotten i ame 
baik and I wa, alicjdv ^leiped in the familiar atmosphere, 
the sense of freshness, iilici, ab>uid lomfoit, anticipation, 
and the hint of some rlusive scent tint I knew for a fact 
did nui exist I was ilrc id\ tilling her, ‘I could lemembei 
how vou smeUtdy even’’ fb,. last thing I I ard w^a^ Stamp 
shouting, away in the disiar^c, down m the shop, Hey, 
Maune, this record’s gm a hoL m ii * 

T"ho classical department, uMially deserted on a Saturday 
afternoon, had an almost puhlic-librarv an about it It was 
thickly carpeted, with a single glasi counter and a lOw c^f 
giey rccoid booths. The lest of it was empt > ’•d light and 
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spacious, and quiet. Liz was standing behind the counter, 
banding a record album to a middle-aged man m a black 
overcoat. She was talking to him in her comfortable, 
plummy voice I knew that she had seen me ou^ of the 
comer of her eye, and was putting the moment off, the 
same as I was 

I was trymg on expressions, as though I carried a mirror 
about with me and was pulling faces in ir. I tried to look 
stunned, because after all there was the material for ir, and 
I tned to assemble seme kind of definite emotion that I 
wasn’t putting on or concocting out of the ingredients of 
the atmosphere she earned around with her 1 found that 
what I had was a sensation of singing 

The man picked up the record album and went into one 
of the record booths, closmg the door hehmd him 
I walked slowly forward to the counter 
‘Hullo, Liz’ 

‘Hullo. Billy • 

I spoke in what I hoped wa*- the low ljuskv voice, m- 
chcating the end of a long journey ui something, bu* be 
spoke frankly and happilv, as tbouph she were delighted to 
sec me and had no reason to hid^* what she felt 
We gnnned at each pthci. full ol rcliel, like peopk who 
have found each orhtx agam in a cr )wd She wa still wear- 
ing the same old things the green suede jacket and the 
crumpled black skirt Bin the aisp white bloas"' went well 
With her round, shiny face, the mous> hair, and the tves 
that laughed aloud 

‘It’s been a Jong lime.’ I said, knowing it was i cliche, m 
fact selecting it a* a cIk he, but trying to put some meaning 
into what I was saying 

She shot>k her head from side to side, happily, consider- 
ing the point 

‘Oh -a month Five weeks’ 
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‘I ought to say it seemed like years,* 

She grinned again. Liz was the only girl I had ever met 
who knew how to grm, oi anything about it. ‘Isn’t this 
gtan4V she said 

‘I could even remember how you smelled/ I said 
She gave me a mock bow ‘Thank you, kmd sir, she said.* 
‘When did you get back>’ 

‘Yesterday ^ 

‘Thank you very much for ringing me up and telling me,* 
She wntiHed her no'.t, not in the same way as the Witch 
but in a fnendls, candid nay E^i? nc\or gave excuses. 

i would have '‘een vou tonight, anyway/ she said ‘Are 
you going to the Koxy>’ 

Who isn’t 1 thought I started npidlv disposmg of per- 
sonnel 1 he W Itch, tor one would quite obviously be going 
into a nunnery or somewhere after ihis afternoon’s business. 
Kita, if I stood her up, would not drtam of paving her own 
wav into ^hc Poxv 1 did not care anvwuy, knowing that 1 
could tell 1 17 all about it il 1 v anted to 
Yes/ I said *lhit I wish vou’d ping me up 
^ ‘1 hadn t time ’ She giiuned broadlv again telling mt not 
to bdievc her and not Ui worry because it didn’t matter, 
and it didn’t ‘Ask me wh u I m do^np hcie ’ 

‘What dre you doing here’'’ 

‘Helping Maurn out for the " No time to ring me up, 
but time to help Mauiu aiat It still didn’t matter The only 
thing that crossed my mind was ihe \ague question of how 
1 17 knew Maurit She seemed to know evcrvbody It v is 
pait of the enigma, one ol ’he things about her that 1 could 
never get into the tes< rube and examine 

‘Well what have \i>u been doing all theseweeks^’she said, 
bubbling ovei wuh it all ‘How’s the sciipt-wniin^^ How 
are the songs^ How’s Arthur^’ She was the onl> girl I 
knew who cared, or who could talk about mugs as though 
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they really mattered. We began chattering, eagerly inter- 
rupting, laughmg, grmmng at each other as though we 
knew the whole joke about the world and understood it 
We talked until the man in the record booth, whom we had 
both forgotten, emerged with the record album and paid 
foi It and went away It was nearly closing time 
‘Ask me Where I’ve been all these weeks,’ said Liz 
‘No,’ I said sleadily, no^ laughing this time It was the 
one standing challenge between us and I had always told 
mj^^elf that 1 would ne\fer ask I did nor know any longer 
whether I was afraid to, or whether it was out of omc kind 
of nspeer for her, cr whether it was jusf an obse^^sion 
like growing m> tliumb nail until u was a quarnr of an 
inch long 

‘Rut you might hai c ''ent me a po'^tc ird, I said 
‘Postcard next tim< If thcK is a next tuiK,’ >ht added 

softly 

I Went downstairs again, w'^Mnr lo h( t I hr eu)wd had 
thinned out, h aving i Imer of dis^ardid iceo^d^^ iiul cigar- 
ette packets on he Hot r tnd t ii the gla'^s ht we ise* Arthur 
had gone, and su had his frunds fiorn the \ in < Mo'^t of 
Stimp’*^ crowd had gone Uio, but Stamp was siill ihert, 
sniggering with Miuiie u lh< toutnej 

The old gramophone record still under rn\ aim I re- 
mfmhcTi-d vvhat I hid come nno the luse Ru 1 ;i in dit 
fir^^ p(ae I was loth to appioav.h MantK witnout Arthur 
to back me up bin I dtcidvd to do so loi Stamp s ben(fit 
‘Ilev Maune'’ I >aid in I have the moiie^ bad on 
this record 

H< glared at me, a our look thd^ was unusual for him 
and snajiped 

‘It only pli^^ one taiK ’ 

Maune rang open hi<* cash register ‘Yts, IV* been 
V ate /ang you,’ he said \ enoinou >1} ‘I’ve been hcarm^ about 
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you ’ Stamp was leanmg on the counter, trymg to look as 
though he didn’t know what was gomg on ‘You’re another 
of these who come in here, thmking you own the shop Well 
/ don’t know whcie you gti your money flora ’ 

Maurie always dribbled when he spoke He sucked m 
vigorously wiih his upper lip, retries ing the ihm spittle that 
had been trickling down hu chin 
‘Well we’re ha mg a big cJtai-oui hrora now on it’s a 
shop, not a market-placi, Fake tht rainey and clear out ’ 
He flung some corns on ’ht sf ra'c*hcd counter I had 

to Si labble at them to picl ihcni up Stamp was hnding it 
difficult not to break out smggvnnc igim 
‘Ard don’i corat bick ig tin ' aid Maune 
But 1 was whistling a I walktd out of he shop, and I 
whistled ill the wav down the Aicidc 
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I DID nothing but walk iround town for an hour and i half, 
watching SatuiJay evening begin to happen ind the slow 
queues forming outside ihv Odcon and ih( Gaumont The 
people walked about a*:^though tht y were really goinr somt- 
whert I stood tor a quarter of an hour at a time, watching 
them get off the bu^es and disperse them^tlv^-s about the 
street^* I was ami/ed and iningued that ihev si ould all be 
content to be nobody but thenisches 

Whtr It was halt past sevt n 1 got on a bus m\stlf c n mv 
way to the New Housf , the pub where 1 did inv rluh turn 
As a nik I eoiild not lac^ this expentner without a stiff 
shot of No I thinking seeing myself r< turning to Sri ad 
houghton the world laraous < omedian clou g chanty eon 
Cert ind mver loung tjn. comm >n louch^Ihn tonight I 
did nor thinls about it at ail Wh n 1 1 / was m Stradhough 
t(»u I ciaild triTispnr myself froin hour to hour hke a It i- 
tationisi so that all < \ enis betwt en oik hk i ting and ant ther 
were thmgs that bappeus^d *-o other ptopk and iiot to me 

It was only when I got tjff ibt hu*' it i login m I \nf uiei 
the Ntw House wa in siglii that I h gm t* unload the 
ballast and I wa^ left, aS wdh nothing bur a lind ot 
desperate ineitia 

Ihe New House wis an enormou drinking baiiaeks that 
had been built to scr\t C h‘ rry Row ard the ^n-cets aiound 
It The New Hou e w not its proper titl< According to 
the floodlit inn sigr nuek on a post in rh< middle of the 
empty car park, the pub wa*^ railed the Who’d A Thought 
It I here had bee n a lot of droll speculation in Mau o’ the 
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Dales’ column about how this name had come about, but 
whatever the legend was it had fallen completely flat m 
Qogiron lane Nobody ever called the pub anything but 
the New House 

There was a iMndy, rubbfr-tded hallway where the chil- 
dren squatted, eating potato crisps and waiting for their 
mothers Two frosiLd-gla^s doors, embossed with the 
bn wery tradcmaik, led off il one into the* public bar and 
one into the ^aloon It was mccs^ar} lo take one loute or the 
other to get into ihe coneert room* the only other alterna- 
tive was to appioarh the concert room dmet through its 
own entrance and run the 'aimtUt of tai v^omen, suiing m 
rows with their leg apart, «-hr^king with laughter and 
gij|pin<y down gill and range 1 ith'^r that or elimb in 
through the hvator^ window 

1 decided on tht public Inr roun I smoothed rny hair 
back, sti ughteiied m} tic and went m 1 preferred the 
public bir inwivav Ih men who at here wen refugees 
from the w irm u r^et end pub th it hid oecn fulled down, 
tlK\ sat Hoard dnnling mild ind cnling to each other 
jeross tlie room a though nothing bad eh *ng^d ‘Have vou 
got them ihctr, Chi»-ltt ^ - \vi they’re jp in oir gar- 
ndge - ‘f 11 comc down for ’ m Kyn rrow morning * They 
seemed to have >(crcts between them, and thc\ reunited 
into i world of ihor own t\e’ th y went The few 
Hems m the New Hr ii«w that ga ^ it anything like th^. feel of 
a pub - the dartboard, the enbbagc markers, the scratched 
blind box, and the pol trwork ignthir aiMYBMsniBYO 
if >ou bii\ mt 1 drill! 1 11 bu^ you one - were all pait of the 
'‘aine portable world, as if they had been wheeled here m 
prams in tht flight from the oid things 

Through the smoke , a \t»iee eroal ed )ubilantlv ‘Here he 
is - the ho\f* and I realized at onet that I bad made another 
mistake brom tins point I had to wall thn i^h a barricade 
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of Formica-topped tables where all these men sat clacking 
dominoes and making their observations I waved my hand 
flaccidly at one or two of the people I recognized A man 
called Freddy Platt, who never did anythmg else but sit 
around drmking beer all day, started up 

‘Nah lad, Billy! Where’s thi dog?’ The others laughed, 
and he looked around eagerly for someone to egg him on. 
‘He’s forgotten* t’ dog ageeanl Ask him what he’s done wi' 
t’ dog, Sam * ’ 

‘Where’s thi dog, BiWy^’ 

Once, m some kind of effort to pnst mysell into thi'* com- 
munity of theirs, \^h tc they were always selling each other 
things and sharmg the same inter(‘^rs, I had aslcd Ficddy 
Platt il he wanted to take a dog off my hands Por about 
five minutes ii had worked like an open sesame, with cvciy- 
bodv m the bar shouting about dogs, and me in the middle 
of It, but when rhfy found out the rr?jrh 1 had to pierend 
it was a )oke 

‘Nav, m t’ dog®’ homt 1 called back in the heatfy 
voice Th< V laughed indulgently 

Freddy Platt winked elaborately at his nnb ^ "When's ta 
bahn off to I ondon, Bni\>’ he called lie uarud nudging 
iht man next to him and uigm^ ‘<io on, Sam, ask him 
when he’s off to London 

They were always bringing that one up too I had told 
them months ago, pretnatiifelv as it turnt d out, that I had a 
job ir I ondon waiting lor me I had bten gratified and then 
alarmed, at tb’ way the sioiy had spread thrf»ugh the pub. 
like a dangerous fire They were still at it with the embers 
‘When’s fa bahn oft to London, Billv^’ 

‘Pll be going, don’t you woiry^’ They laughed again, 
shaking their heads Tk s a bugger, I’n’t ht>’ said Freddy 
Platt Tie is He’s a bugger ’ I gave them the deprecating 
smile, cornered again mto the position of village wiiot or 
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licensed down or whatever it was they imagined me to be. 
Freddy shouted across the room ‘Has ta fetched that stuff 
down, Walter? and they weie back with their repertoire 
of secrets 

I walked through into the concert-room, a hideous cork- 
floored drill hall with buff wails and. fancy stiip-hghung 
fitments that looked like rcjtct*i from a luxury liner The 
concert was already warming up, with* the Qaviolme 
thumping away and an Irish labouicr, grasping the micro- 
phone as though it were a pint jiot, ringing, 'Blat$ this 
house y nya Lend at pra\ ^ ] >hnny the waiter moved round 
ibc lOom with his tin irav held high ibo\e his head, and 
the fat womtm sat at the bowkgged tables eating packets of 
nuto ind knockmg back horts 1 h 'ir husbands stood at 
the kng bar at ih( cud ('f tlu ro )m where you didn’t have 
to watch the concert if vou didn t wint to 

I he long bar svas vhen tin intmbrs of the Ancient 
T'rder of Stag'' or w hates cr it was gathered on Saturday 
night' waiting fir their lidgt rac^*rmg to Ik gin upstairs 
rhc\ wtr( iher now v\ Kan ftced men vailing each other 
brorhei, for ever sLil ing nmd' and digging in their pockets 
tor j nny tims In then own w >y ihcy were as bad as 
Ficddv Platt and ms crowd and I jjuf th m the same limp 
wave and Junked aw 'v 

There was a pattu of applai fo rbt Irish singer, and 
Johnny the waiter crud Cm I ’a c vour orders pka'^e 
bdorc the next turn^ He,sraried hustling round the room 
with his tra> under his arm ind a hsd il ot iKir Benind inf* 
d ponderous voice sud ‘Ne w then, voung man * ’ 

1 turned round to see another group ot Stag' padding in 
from the saloon bar all holding pmts of b^ci In the middle 
of them was Councillor Duxbury wearing the chain of past 
grand warden or something He did not often come lO tms 
lodge, and when hf did I managed as a ru o avoid him 
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I was not sure what my status with him was after our 
encounter on Stradhoughton Moor; I played for safety with 
a non-committal smile. 

One of the men he was with said with heavy jocularity: 
‘Well, is the worthy brother bahn to give us a turn toneet?’ 

Councillor Duxbury gave me a solemn wink and said: 
‘Nay, he is but an untutored apprentice, brother deacon.’ 

Brother deaefon winked too. Practically every man in the 
pub made a practice of winking before he opened his 
mouth. ‘And what abqut thee, brother warden? Art thou 
tutored?’ 

‘Aye, it’s not me that wants tutoring.' Councillor Dux- 
bury was looking at me pointedly, and I knew that I was 
supposed to get some kind of hidden message out of what 
he was saying. 1 was wondering already what 1 had found so 
understanding about him on Stradhoughton Moor. Then 
it occurred to me that he had probably heard about Shad- 
rack’s audit of the postage book since then, 

‘Tha’rt initiated, then?’ said brother deacon, staggering 
on with the joke. ‘Give r’ password.’ 

‘At my initiation I was taught to be cautious. I will letter 
or half it wi’ thee, which you please,’ recited Councifior 
Duxbury. 

The Stags spent half their time fooling about in this w^ay, 
and some of them I knew had long ago stopped speaking in 
any other manner. Councillor Duxbury and brother deacon 
were settling dow'n for a long, pedantic cross-talk; but be- 
fore they had the chance to go rumbling through their 
passwords, the third man in the group spoke huffily : ‘The 
lodge is not yet tiled, brothers!’ 

Through the crackling microphone, Johnny the waiter 
announced: ‘Quiet, please! Can I ’ave a bit of quiet? And 
now, two very clever young men who’ve come all the way 
over from Dewsbury to entertain us tonight, Bob and 
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Horry! Quiet now, please!’ Two young men witb fresh, 
eager-to-please faces bounded on to the low platform and 
started miming facetiously to a record of *Baby it’s cold 
outside’ They were making an elaborate strong*man-and- 
coy-girl act of it, fluttering with the eyelids and slapping 
each other, and I found it embarrassmg to look at them 
*Wcll we’ll go up and get t’ lodge tiled, then, if tha’rt so 
particular,’ said Councillor Duxbury 

^ Shall we tak’ t’ untutored apprentice up wi’ us^’ said 
brother deacon, clawing at me pia^ully ‘Come on, lad, 
ther’ll be '»omeone tha knows up theer ’ 

‘The craft will keep itv onmipotent eye on t* untutored 
apprentice,’ said Oiuncillor Duxbury 

They were all winking at each other like maniacs, and 
shoving each other s elbows Filled w itb an accumulation 
of nausea I muitered, ‘Excuse me,’ and sidled out of their 
wsy 1 mean! to take refuge in thf saloon bar but, hardly 
knowing what 1 wa** doing, I (ouid mv»elf slippmg through 
the first door I could find, and I was back in the public bar 
The old \oice cried ‘Here he is agnn - tht buy^" I ^topped, 
feeling napped in the hizc of facts I looked wildl> around 
th«? bar, searching for a beer barrel or something that I 
could focus m\ tves on without aa\ harm coming iiom it 
I saw an old man like a tramp hobbling about the room 
trying to sell an armful of comi paneis I gazed ai him 
>teadily as though trying to piac#* lus blank fat e 
Out of one of the close,, anonvnioU', groups I beard the 
honking voice of Freddy Flair ‘Ihcr’s ni paper here, 
Billj* Give ’im t’ paper, Sam*’ 

‘BtZiy’s Weekly LtarV roared somebody els^ ‘Go on, 
Sam, give imit’’ 

‘He doesn’t want it - he’'? t’ etiitor ^ ’ 

We had been throiicrh this om before many a ^ime. 
Weekly Liar \va> the comic paper IL /as peddled 
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about the pub on Saturday nights, along with the War Cry 
and the Empire News. They would buy one copy between 
four of them and sit around pointing at the jokes with then- 
stubby finders When they saw me commg they would bring 
out their own old joke 

* Billyhs Weekly Ltar^ Here y’are, Billy!" Somebody was 
trymg to shove the paper into my hand 

‘Billy Liar!* laughed Freddy Platt He was shoutmg at 
the top of his voice to t'lmpete with the noise from the 
concert-room next dopr; the immmg act was climbing up 
to a screaming, oscillating crescendo, and it needed nothing 
but a couple of policemen running about blowing whistles 
to complete the sudden, hysterical chaos ‘Bill> Liar* We’ll 
call 'im that, eh*' Well call 'im that, Sam» Bill> Liar By* 
Where’s thi dog. Billyh’ 

He did not get any respome from me I c(>uld not even 
see him I siai<‘d sighrlessh around the pt»bh< bar, dirtiiig 
fioni one object to mother without rccogni/mg jn\ thing 
‘He’s a bugger*’ shemted 1 reddy Piali ‘lU is, ht makes me 
laugh* By* 

I felt soniconc prodding me Irom behind I staf^gtred a 
little under th^ imp tus and wond^ird whether fheie wruld 
bo anv inturc in leiiing mysdl go on tailing until I was 
flat on m\ face on thc'flo»»T and they would have tt» carry 
me OUT into the cool, quiet air It w e fohnnv tht waiter 
with his trav loaded with *mpiv glasses and boitle lops 
‘You’re on next, Billy bov ’ Withruit i armg much what I 
was doing I ^tumbled back into the* coucert-roora ‘Billy 
Liar and his talking dog* ’ shouted breddv Platt I whipped 
round angrily, and <faw that the wliole lot of them had got 
upand wete toll<jwing im intoths cone^rt-iooin I shambled 
ar ros^ thc‘ ^ork tloc'i through the troops ol women, buckling 
at the knees in case I should rctrie-ve the idea of dropping in 
a dead faint. 



*A11 right, now the best of order now! K you please! 
Next on the bill to entertain us tonight we ’ave a young 
man who needs no introduction from me Quiet, please, 
for our very own BiUee Ft^hah • Break it up small, you lads!’ 

I climbed up on the platform, with the Qavioltne running 
meaninglessly through the fir'll bars of ‘I want to be happy’ 

I looked out across the concert-room at all the people, lr 3 ang 
to remember the first line of my act but kntAviiig perfeedy 
well that, whatever it was it was nothing to do with them, 
and, whatever the> were, it wa^* n(y:hing to do with me 
^ome of the womt n at th^ round, rocking tables stared at 
me liKt cows waitinp to be milked but most of them took 
n(* notice at all hrtdds PlaM and his friends stood at the 
( iid of the room hv the public bar door, in a s\^aying, solid 
prouf, still swopping their H^rei 1 was surprised and de- 
piesscd to see that Bob and Hair> the two voung men in- 
M»K^d m iht mminp \o had it down with a crowd old 
enough to he ilicir tiihcts they wcr^ smoking the same 
^''oodbines and drin* irip the stmt nald beet All the people 
m th( conc( rt room *-at so comfoitabU a though ibty had 
it ichcd a reasonable igrtuicnt with h<^c md death as 
rhdligli th< y kn<.w all iboiir it a 1 lint th^^rc was to know 
jbout It 

I put on my funny fa^'e and ^tarnd on the c ib turn, 
wi hing thai I could whistle i M)na'‘Tfry Garden’ 
llirougb iny Tc^ ih mste ad and picase f s^rybody 
'Ah 7)1 Looiim' ’ 

A hw titters from >ouu of the mo-e mpressionable 
wnnen but, on the wHoit, dt id i\ncc 

^Ah am Ah^m coorUn ’ 

I icrked my head round with the w» II staged, w^^h prac- 
tised pop eyed indignaoi lock a though expect nv^ scorn 
or liughier or disbelief or some rcav-tion of some kind cr 
another from the iii hence 



*Ifs a Wakefield lass • 

I saw the same people, the women, Freddy Platt and Co , 
and the few customers at fht long bar Most of the Stags 
had gone upstairs knocking three times on the door to get 
themselves let mto the lodge, but there was one man stand- 
ing by himself at the bar counter, dragging on a cigarette 
and holding his beer as though it had dealt him an in^uiy 
I caught his e*ye and fear, real fear and not a substitute, 
clinched me T forgot the 4*ct and bent down urgently lo 
where Johnny the warier was ladling out giu and pep at 
the table nearest the platform 

‘Johnny * Johnny * U' hat the hioody Ju ll is oui old man 
doing heie^' 

Johnnv looked up, surprised ‘He's loining t’ Slags, it s 
mitiation nigJit ’ he whi peicd ut on wi’ i’ turn ’ 

I muttered ‘|esus Chnst A^lmighlv’ traightcned up 
and laced the microphone, feeling though somebody had 
just kicked me in the tomich I had n» ^ ti see n iht ol 1 man 
in a pub before*, and nad mine to depend ujpon bun Pevtr 
using the New House was looking, at m irdonieally 
so, if It can c to tha* wis the nst ot iht audience by now 
Some ol the women w<re getting restle*^^ 1 ga^c theVld 
man a o irnal bow and he tutiied iw with « pc^ti re 
of contempt and cml^air issmeni I redd v Phtt shouud 
‘When s I bringing t ni»g on BdK ^ 1 1 in qiii ^l\ through 
my lines Ahm coortm’ It’s i 'Xakvhcid h s 

‘S/it do< s, hf conn ftom \\r uh jn f i She s a nitt las^, 
only ^hc\ got mu hi fault Sht 

Ih<re wa^ some unnd' sniegenof? from \ inoiis parts of 
the conceri-room Jn o far as he let would ( crnie to lift af 
all It was hteinmng to wa^m up 
*Shtdoi^ sh( hitlers ^ 

I gave them the pop eyed look ai^un, tvoidm<^ the old 
mans tve I had just blasted him with iht. Amb^ lan re- 
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peater gun; so far as I was concerned he was no longer 
there 

^But Jie*s a very warm-heat ted very warm-hearted 
She'll do out for you And she likes a cuddle Oh, yes, she 
hke^ a cuddle Only she stutters. 

^We were siltinp^ in V parlour one nighty y'knou, just i* 
two of us, and she were sitting there, and I wete sitting 
here, and slu looked at me, she looked ai me and she says, 
would you like a nice cuh cuh c uh t uh enh cuh cuh cuh 
J’he ‘'Jiigcering vias well stt in b\*nuw T he ialtest woman 
of all screarrud aloud and the others laughed, this time at 
her Freddy Platt v^as making some kind ol noise of his 
own at th^ back of ihr looin 

‘Would you hi i a < uh mh cuh ( uh cuh nih 
I suddenly rtali/cd, with rb old sinking fctUng what the 
l«^w thudding noist I had tnen hearing for the last minute 
was C ounciilor Du\bur\ had dcset ndt d the stairs from the 
lodge and was clomping avlibcritelv acros'* the conceit- 
looin f!of»^ tow iTd> the tli< ’-cal of }\isi grand warden 
swinging ropih* tiii uei.!* liki a pn/t medal on an old shire 
horse Ht passed withiti a vaid ol the old man, but they did 
not <‘pcak to each other 

ll ould yoif lihi a iuh iuh mh^tnh cup of tea^' 

The women dirieUd ‘I' iecord\ stiek^’ ^huuted 
Frtddv Piatt f saw Tuunciilor I'uxb if) off to the door of 
the la\dtorv 

‘Ihcn shi fits ad loywLind saw \€S, ih know^ thee, ah 
bet yifu thouaht I ? ett going tr ask d you t mud a cuh 
cuh iuh (uh cuh cup of iO^oid' 

I got to the end ol the >tuturing joke, wbau\et it was 
Councillor J^uxbuiy • mcigvd irom tht gent'* butiomng his 
flics He walked sl(»wiv o\ei to the old mar and stood in- 
decisively at the side of him. as though he had fo»'gotten 
what It was all about. 
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*But o* course^ ah*m a poor man. Ah canH support her 
Ah can^t support her Ah only had one dog on me foot when 
ah came to Stradhou^hton Only one clog on me foot But 
very soon ah were ndtng about in taxis * 

ITie two of them, the old man and Councillor Duxbury, 
stood talking for a moment The old man glanced in my 
direction once, but not malevolently He fmished his beer 
and the two of them set off towards the stairs, the old man 
hanging back to keep pare with Duxbury I had no idea 
\ih\ he should be joininp the Stag^, hut it w obsions that 
as one Stag to another Councillor Duxbury would tf 11 him 
all that there was to be tolil about me 

*Ah hud to tak( a taxi h(cau e ah only had one dog ’ 

I wa» back with the fat women ind I reddy PI nr md his 
crowd I brought out me jokes as I remembered them, tr> 
mg lo bring the act to i fini*»h Some of the women 
screeched from time to time, but robod> nally ued 
whether I was on t)r olf the platform li«t> b< gmriug 
to turn round to ta^ h f)thu and whi fx. > and ii^^hl Lij’arctl^ 
and to pour out b t r md hold it '‘iiKlu»ir*h t(j th< light n 
though I wasn’t there at ill 

"^Any road, ihis feller sH*tr(nd dl So fu ^ up fo 
this hookie and \'knou^, uetc /’ n h^ \ tvm just 
before t* last ra^f and he says^ ah zc ba ktd ah zt buktd 
ah ie had td ah it Marked ah^ic haikrd ah had i.d — ’ 
*Ah^e hacked a lo>c' showed I redd) J’latt 

f hadta ah\'^ hachd air t buikul ahzf hadtJ. 
So t* hooht( say g^rnm nr’ i/, ah*ie not i^ot all day 
(‘Neither ’ave we 

‘io /re says ah\ t h sicked ah te burkni had ed ah' oe 

huiked So f bouku sa\ , come on, nad it - 

"Nark it>’ exploded Freddy Platt triumphantly "Nark lO 
That’s not Yorkshire * * 

"So he nark it -* 
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*That’s not Yorkshire! That’s London talk* He tl^^nks 
he’s in London * ’ 

‘So ht says -’ 

Freddy Plati’< matCj giving an txaruciaimg imitation of 
a cockney, wtnt ‘Ft>ah* Ply the gymt, myte * Caw 
bloimtv’’ 

lh( whole thing was getting our of hand The concert- 
room was bu/7ing wiih talk and laughter as though they 
had all just come out ol a meeting The\ were begmmng to 
nudge each i)thcr, nodding ui my Aru^ion and laughing to 
tbemsthes Johnny the waiux vas making wmding motions 
with his hind, telling me to get ott the platform 

I called back in the bluft, appeasing voice ‘It > all right, 
ah ni ) practising fo- when ih get to I ondon* Anv road, 
let me finish t* stor} • So tht h ^ohit sa\s giic n 7 )e» Vre’s 
fiLc quid you i.an tcV mt z hat ^nu ve hai hed af*er f race 
So t - *ht ^dl(^ - sas iia\, ah if haded aVve 

hac I td ah r ha*. ki d 

Ih^rt W 1 S a gale of lauohu’, he hnd of laugh vou get 
for htt" audicity 1 rt Jd Plat and his fi lends were bt- 
ginimie to chain ‘Ah vc ba^.1 cd ah’ve backed ah’ve hacked ’ 
C halts were scraf mg ane* pe.opk were knocking glasses o\er 
and HKiring in ther bandbigs Orhjr people total strangers, 
sta^tc d ..h nitiug i\h \ e, bae*‘cd ah ' e baeked ih’\ e backed ’ 
I here w i> i mood nt pindc rioni im I*w is e^^pecting them 
an\ minute to s! rt fiuKing p IKis at each orhei 

‘Ah\t hadidmx knuthrof.d th^ ti in Jow / I finished, 
almost in a whispri f lumpeel dowi from tfie platform, 
spraying the lot of them with the Ambrouan rejxatci gun 
There was h tndlc of applaase frciv about tour people, 
but most el th m did nor c\cn nalize I had ^nished The 
pianist did not bother to gi\e me a few bars on the C lavio- 
hne, whether ot 1 want to be happv' or ans cthci tune 
Staggering aerf* s the room I tried to ^rember how many 
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tixn^s I had done this club turn in the past; knowing that 
each occasion would, in letrospeci, become a rich, separate 
source of acute embarrassment. Some of the women looked 
at me with a kind of compassionate detachment as I passed. 
They had stared at me in this way before but I had never 
realized that it was because they knew things I didn't 
know, because they were involved in basic matters that I 
had never even heard about 

I made for the nearest door I could see. ‘By! Tha 
dropped a clanger there’ Billy!' said Freddy Platt. ‘ “Nark 
it?" Tha didn’t learn that in Yorkshire! Tha what? By!’ 

1 raised my fi^t in what he was to imagine was a playful 
gesture Up on the platlorm Johnny the waiter, trying to 
mend the broken illusions and turn the place back into a 
conccri-room, announced that somebody or other would 
sing a laughing song A middle-aged, coeky -looking man in 
a cloth cap, a scasi'ncd club tuin with a full diary of engage- 
ments, look the miciophone lie began singing in a broid, 
confident toice 

*Now / think that hje is nunv^ 

/ think that lijv is fun, 

A iihort life and a happy one 
h my rule number ont , 

I laugh when it is raining^ 

I lough when it fine. 

You may think I am fooli^ht 
But laughtet is ni\ line, 

Oh, ha lui ha ha ha ha^ 

Ha ha ha ha hec. 

Ha ha ha ha ha ha. 

Ho ho ho ho hee' 

‘When’s ta bahn oft to London, billyh’ cried Freddy 
Platt Some of the women neatest to him turned round and 
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went ‘Sssh! ’ They were all watching the singer, their potato 
aisps untouched. The place was already tiansformed 
‘Billy Liar and his talking dog, the well-known double 
aa'’ 

‘Sssh!’ 

'Ha ha ha ha ha ha. 

Ho ho ho ho hte. 

Oh, hd ha hd ha ha ha, 

Ha ha ha ha hec * 

T blundtrtd out of tin pub ind into the car-park I did 
not stop running until I w i> ekai ol CJogirou Lane. 



Thf Roxy was the last splash of light before Stradhough- 
ton petered out and the m« ois took over It was supposed 
to be a suburban amenity or something, at anv rate its red, 
humming neon sign spruttored our the words ‘Come Danc- 
ing’ SIX night a week, and all the grownup daughters of the 
cold new houses round about converged on it in iheir satin 
frocks, carrying their dance shoes in paper bags advei- 
tismg pork pies Yoinh<i who had come Irom all o^c^ 
Stradhoughton for the catch sat around on the low brick 
banister^ b\ th»w cntiance, combing their hair and g‘cring 
at eai h other. 

I appToached tin place warilv, along the shadows, in 
case Rua wa^ among the giiJs who promfitaded up and 
down tile cracked concrete forecourt, wauing for ihcir 
escorts to come and pa^ tor them m I was siili full of the 
escning’s fiasco, with selected imidents horn it swimmmg 
in and out of my beach like shells of biighi hsh but as I 
stepped into the pool of light outside rh^ Roxv I felt an 
overwhelming relict that another experience wa, hiiished 
with and not still to come A gui J had once knuwn was 
waiting bv the entrance, 1 Mid,» Hiya, Mavis*' boldly as J 
passed I had onie wnrtcii a pvm comparing her K*som 
wuih twin melons, and it was always fairly embarrassing to , 
meet hfr nowadays Rut it something fresh to think 
about anyway She said, ‘Lo, Billy,’ and I walked almost 
cheeifully up to the paybox 

Inside the Roxv it was hot and bright and, a » Stamp had 
once put It, smelling like a ladies’ bog. The foyer, separ- 
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ated from the dance ISoor by a certain amount of cream 
fretwork and a lot of big plants, was crowded with the same 
kind of youths I bad seen in the X-L Disc Bar earlier; they 
were all pulling at their tight clean collars and working 
their heads round like tortoises. Their girl liiends queued 
for the lavatory, and emerged with thei? zip-boots and their 
head-scarves discarded, each one making sfjrt of furtive 
entry like a butterfly that has turned into a caterpillar. I 
surveyed this scene with the usual distaste, hunching my 
shoulders and adopting the attiiud? of the visiting poet; I 
W3‘ not inclined at this moineni towards the bit of No. i 
thinking, fairly standard in this quarter, where J took the 
floor to a cha-cha warh one of the professional exhibition 
danct'rh who looted so much like w'ard reuses. I could not 
see Liz anywhere, I wandered through the fretwork Moor- 
ish archway on to the fringe of the dance floor. 

The floor w’as already crot\ded, with the revolving ball 
of m'lrc^rs (overhead catching a hideous violet spotlight and 
dancing the colours over the pimpled taco f»f, to name the 
first person I saw. Stamp IL was doing a smirking foxtrot 
w^ijh some girl in a light, K-d-w^ool dress; vihen he turned 
her m my direction fox a pic<.e of cross-stepping that nearly 
had the pair of them flji t)n rhei* backs, I that his 
paiinor w’as Rita brcim hei slightly da/cd exprcNSion, open- 
mouthed and ck>udy-eyed - kii d of facial xigor mortis 
that touched her whenc\cr sh. got inside a dance hall - I 
guessed that Riia had beeA here ntNjut half an hour. J was 
a little pained that she had not bothereo to wait outside for 
^ me - she was, alter all, still my fiancee, or thought she was 
- but I was glad to see that Sump w^as taking care of her. 
He looked a little drunk; but that was his problem and not 
mine. They glided past without seeing me. 

At the bandstand Anhui’s fiiends. the Rockets, blew 
their muled tnstiuments behind little pb wood pulpits, the 
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drummer brushing away and grinmng round at everybody 
as though he knew them Aithui himself, wearing a blue 
American-cut suit, was swaying abour in front of the stick- 
shaped microphone, waiting to sing He looked like Danny 
Kaye or somebody doing a relaxed season at the Palladium, 
and I could not help admiring his poise and the professional 
way he stood there doing nothing I was glad that he had 
not seen my performanct a the New House I caught his 
eye and waved to him, a half-wave arrest’d before it began 
Arthur gave me the same mock bow that in his situation, 
I had given to iht old man, but ht did it with a casual d ish 
that made it part of the act 

The people on the dmet floor hong around holding 
hands limply as one lunt finished and the Rocket^ started 
on ihe re\i Arthur, spla>ing his hincts ou‘, hri;an to smg 
'‘Yooo n - nn - c\ rthnn^ r? *n h7 ihitu I krio oo He 
alAass ifluKd an American nccni whui he «ang 1 di^ 
liked It, but I hid t(» dOmii it vta^ goid hen sv luiig 
couple brushed pisi me tnd i St imp ind Rita c one 
round r the second time, 1 begin to pi^k mv w tv up‘* ur> 
to the bakonv 

Li/ w IS silting bv hciscit at one of the wukerw^ rk iabJ< 
ga7ing down over »hf dance floor with ncr « hin rt snng on 
her p^unip arms ipd smiling bappilv !< hersr If I sat dov'n 
without saying anything to her She leached oin hei hand 
acTO^-s the tabic ind I took it 

Late, ^aid Li/ icprovinglv ds rh sont finished 
'Yes,’ 1 >aid Px e had an eve iting dav ’ 

‘Ibcrjouhave >Xh<re\f you been 
‘Oh, here and there 

‘ - up arel down, said 1 iz, joinmg m the ( hani 
‘ - i()und and about ’ I his was a common exchange be- 
tween us We used it most when I brushed, wuhout jctually 
asking, on the subject of where Li? kept disippearing to 
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for weeks at a time. I took her hand again. She was still 
wearing her o!d black skirt, but with a fresh white blouse. 
Her green suede jacket hung on the back of the basket 
chair I was happy to be with her; it was like bejng in a 
refuge, her beaming, comfoitablc presence protecting me 
from the others. 

‘Tell me some plans/ said Liz luxuriously 

‘What plms^’ 

‘Any plans Your phns You al'joays have plans. What 
arc yod going to next r ’ 

Fm thinking of going to London/ 1 said. 

‘Only thinking?’ 

‘Well, f'oiTig Sorm. an^'way ' 

'Whci/s soon*'^’ Lu and I eonld talk like this for hours, 
batting the same mc)onbcams backwards and forw^ards 
aLro^^ I he table enjoying oui selves enormouvlv. 

‘Well, ‘ 

‘I'hat sounds remote Why not now?' 

ihfhcult/lsaid 

‘No ii\ ei y '^4)u just get on a train and. four hours 
Lyer, there y<iu <irc in London ' 

‘Fasy for you, I said 'Y<ru\e had the practice. Liz -?’ 
We were both leaning n\cT the huicony, our hands dove- 
tailed lojietlier On the pa4..k»-d danee flt»or, near the band- 
stand, there Vvas a small art. . of space '\hcn Stamp and 
Rita, gytating dmgetously, \^tre working out a dance of 
their own invention, TheJ^ ucic benh ' voking down at the 
floor ro see whai iheir feet weu doing. 

‘Yes?’ said I iz. 

"Stamp calls you Wo<»Jbine Li/zic,’ I said. 

‘You .diould hear what I call Stamp/ said Liz. 

I scanned the dance ficK>r idly, and then sau up with a 
jolt I had once read alxiut .Shepheard’' Hotel in Cairn that 
if you sat there long enough everyone yt/J knew would pass 



your table. The Roxy was this sort of establishment too 
and why someone didn’t blow that up I could never undei- 
stand, because the next person I picked out, bouncmg along 
the pme-sprung flooi with fresh chalk on his uppers was 
Shadrack himself, doing the quickstep as it might be per^ 
formed by a kangaroo The giil he was v^iih, )iisi to com- 
plete the wild pattern of coincidence, was Mavis, the one 
with the twm-mclon boso.n I had spoken to outside the 
Row rhey vierc no doubt talking about me Stamp ind 
Rita were still milling around near the bandstand, and I 
suddenly knew for certain that somewhere on the premise's 
the Witch, too was waiting, breathing thnmirh hir noiC 
and swinging her slut and IcKiking m general though 
she. had come to dinec the Gav (lordc ns o\li a couplt ot 
swords 

T et’s go lor a walk,’ I Mid 

‘Sexm ' *aid Li/, rnothng nv 

Downstairs the dtuins rolkd and Arthur eamL to rht 
inuroph )m, lihing his hinds to quell *h Iftnt Migge*'iif)n 
of applause Hv. piu Ihs Ikc. lIom t) the mile nd, in 1 is 
halt American iccciU, hican iJie Mnooih lilk that we it 
down so wtll 

^La^ens^s^vtlnun c all happ\ I hut f vt n waia^n 
NcKt ucef at //'c^jR>\V l ha c in< ihit all pop w^hty 
feat unt^ thr Rif fit y thu ^Alen oni^ /k s Jtuimti Lk.il 7 
■^Jianvit Li 2 ,/ }n nni siii/?-* ^hf :> fat hut li s f>7ily 
^ 11 1 1 hu^ i ho lIuh she has a eJust ((tnpla tir sht ,ets 
hir hcatmen^ nltoltsalc - omi popular icqmsty \nw^ 
tndy Success’ La ineemlmeny uJun / tauii to Sttad- 
houghton I onl\ had one cl ) ISit I ndt aunmd in tax^t 
I hat t to fal e a fuM I 7 i (,nl\ got oru ( lc» ’ 

rheic were wd\cs ot relavd laughter for Aithnr, a 
cabaret sort of atmosphere that sun d him p fci lly 
Jcarmie Lewis, the singer, was sitting on a canc chair by 



ihe band, heaving her sequined bosom. Arthur waited for 
silence, clicking his fingers and smiling confidently. 

^And now a i>pectal treat for us all. I want to continue 
the dance with a hitle number which I wiote in conjunction 
with mv very good fncnd Billy Fisher. Where are youy 
Billv^' The spotlight played hopolully about the floor, while 
the Roekeis' drummer made a faceiious clacking on the 
kettle-drum. 

"That\ you * ' said la? excitedly. 

‘I’m all riglu,’ I muircied, hiding ray lace, 

‘ll/e// / knozL he\ ont theu' wmeuheie,^ said Arthur. 
^Mayhe hc\ lelebiating t)u nrwsy because I knnu you^ll 
all bt cilad *n kvoii that Billy ha just landed himself a big 
job in Liouion^ wfittn* SL*ipts for that verywcllknown 
ionicdan Danuy Boon* I m sio( ue uidi him all the best 
in the wodd ’ 

You stupid am ’’ I hissed ITim was a bit of desultory 
applause, and sue or 1^\o iht ) c<‘ple on die balcony who 
knew'' nu dightlv looked it mt cunously In spite of it all, 
I tried 10 look r*. isnnahlv famous 

ioi with fUt daiUi with the hule number by Billy 
buher and huJv - ^et alono without vou'M’ 

lie said It m the cos w i that *d«"\*sion disc jitkcys have, 
purni g (he on a I an iuiii girl wh^n \iq pi enounced this 
soft woid ‘you 

‘I wish hcM stop calling hirr^df \tmis truly,’ I siid 
through in} teeth 

\Shush ’ said Li 7 ‘I warn to heat vou: %ong ’ 

' The band stiuck up fai too slow I v for the number and 
Auhut, the wry creases in his forehead, began to sing. 

'Soon vou will he saving g' od-hvr^ 

Just let nu nu ntuoi that I 
CanU get along iiuhout you. 



You seem to have champed with the moori:, 

Now my heait beat^ out of tune. 

Can't get along without you,* 

I squinted craftily at Liz, hoping she would think the 
song was dedicated to her Then I looked down over the 
balcony at the people dancing below Nobody seemed to be 
taking much nr tic e of the song, and m fact Arthur’s Ameri- 
can accent had become so pronounced that u was difficult 
to understand what l^^t ^ is singing about Shadrack and 
the girl Mails had vanished, and so had Rita Stamp was 
loitermg on the buss-iimmed edge of the danci* floor, 
obviously trvmg to find some way of sabotaging ihc num- 
ber I thought Arthur was domg tha< vffectrtdy himself 

'‘Inant to discos tr 
If I'm to hlanu , 
aider 

you'}e not fhv same *t? nil ^ih\ ’ 

‘He's inging it all wroi g ’ I wuiui^d gdiing ip Any- 
way, I suppov I’d btuei go and congtituhti, him Ii/ 
wrinkled her nose at me, and I i m stit const lousb down 
the stairs, KCfping my^e/vs ptdtd for p opk who miglii 
want to see me 

'Pica r tell me ii U\ mu^t pirt. 

Da ting It bicahn dtn hcait, 

Can'f get alon^ iaihout \ou 

I reachcvi ^he bandrtand as Arthur his arm« outstretch'^d, 
touched the last note fhe KocKet-> went strnght mto 
‘American Patrol ind he lumped down, flixing Ins 
shoulders and wa\ ng to his friends 

‘And then I wrote 1 began, sinking a dramane pose 
for the begmnmg of our semg-w ining routine. 
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‘Ah yes, and do you remember the litde tune that went 
something libe this,’ said Arthur, clutchmg his heart with 
one hand and cupping the other to his ear 

‘Yow made me love you, I didn't uant to do it, I dtdn^t 
want to do U,' I sang dutifully in the tracked phonograph 
voice 

‘1 o ihint 1 wrote that !,ong on the back ot a menu in a 
fish lestdurant 

‘ - and ioda\ that mt no js worth hundred® of pounds " 

‘Yes, ihv. prue of f^^h rose siteplv bi tween the wars,* 
s?id Arthur, finishing tht routine Bur i^ was not the usual 
thiug b< twi en mt ami him, this time he was talking loudly, 
addressing an lud^^'iict, the admiring girls who stood 
aM>und th( bind giggli g and doing link solo jigs 

‘And then I wjote Ik saia, looling round I drew him 
on one side 

Rlond\ go id, man * I said ‘How did you manage to per- 
suade ihcm to lei VO i ing a 

In )OMr honour, sud Arthur* ind new that wt had 
dropped Ik rt^uiint I thoi ght rn>t lu \vi tali' mg m a 
cuiioudv loimal son of \oict, 

‘nkH»d\ good Wish ''ou hidi\ i announced that bit about 
Danny Boon though 

Why not h all hxed u]\ i n i it*'' For the first time, I 
noticed the -slighi gtitit of m c i m? t\c and iht corner 
ot hi> l<»wti hp twtuhmg 

t®, course It l^ Dniv i just didn't v'' snr invonc t > know 
ju t yet, thn\ ill Wt. ought to get thn song recorded uid 
send it up tit a publisher ’ 

‘We're going to d > u,’ said \ithur, meaning him and 
the Rockets, and also meaning without m\ Ik Ip trom 
me 

‘Only one thing,’ I sa»d m the fight ’ ottt ‘You want to 
sing It with a bit less of an Amci k an accci t 



Arthur turned to me full-face, and I got the whole effect 
of the studied, mdififereni approach 

‘I’ll smg It with a Yorkshire accent if you like ’ 

I flared up ‘I don’t want you to sing it with anv flammg 
accent Just sing it as it’s flaming well wiittcn, that’s all ’ 

‘I isten, hoy, if I si^ng that song the wa> you wrote it it’d 
clear the bleeding hall You’se still got a lot to learn, 
cocker ’ 

‘Oh, for C hrist sake 

Arthur nodded his ch*n ‘Ifcs, I can see them taking you 
down a peg or two when you gel t('» I ondon // you gci to 
London, 1 should say An>wav, don’t tell mt how to ing, 
mate} Anyom’d think you were going to work for bked- 
mg Gknn Miller ’ 

Oh, irMikc that, IS n I said 

‘Yts, itMil'c that And mother thing I don t Vnow whn 
bloods ciap you ve been telling my moih^ r ibont the itch 
bemg this bloods 'istcr oi yuui , hut ^he s btti d<iirig her 
nut ill afternoon So bloods hy off Ur ( hn*^t jKe 

He Strode bicK to the Handstand gribbine th< muio- 
phonc and wiuhiig <u the Anujitin w ic< ‘l;?y uoi) 
by - the Hn} ty ( uki I *din d iwdv 

misttabk and dt pre^-sed^ 

i had alnio«^r reach d the fairs lo the bilcom when I 
saw Stamp leering bver the baiusur b< ch ning his g nny 
fmgti« ai mf I «wung biel ihrujily and mide foi iht 
Cdfeuiii undtr th< balconv, at x) e ^ide of the da lec floor 
1 meant to Ioh msstlf foi a tew iniiuitt s among the squ ik 
ing girls scoffing creun buns and pillmg lemoinde clviwn 
their dresses I hnnied through the rows of enamelled 
tabks towards the dart corner by the band’s changmg 
room, and it wa*^ only when J was in tht. nuddle of it that 
I realized what kind of bear pit I had walked into down 
here Immediately m from of me stood the Witch in a re- 



volt mg green blouse and tartan skirt She was confronting 
Rita, and Ritj’s vivid red dress seemed to have been de- 
signed especially to set oft the miniature silver cross on its 
sihcr iham round hti ntek, and the engagement ring that 
she brandished on h( i finger 

‘That s my cross,’ I heard the Witt.h <ay in her loud, 
clear voice 

Mv he irt, familiar v ith its duty on occ a ions such as this, 
did a full cait wheel I dodj. (] behind a or o*- Coriiy;hian 
colurru that w Inloiog (h bakdnv up, but too Urt to 
av ud the cold f \e ol thf Witch 
1 alk of ihc d \il h said aiolK 

Riia turned lonrid t)o, lof I vhit s j imj'^cd out of the 

come 1 Ih ‘^ht lid n her ^ rutin<t ic i* c Sh« loolscd 

flii^-b d ind bcwildcrc i 

I sa’ii lai * h tms i dcputition-*’ I skimmed 

through m\ mini iiior^. oi ks n dt pan, to cc if I couU 
find 1 pic< ol st Itul doubk-tail iimtd ai iheir diffcient 
intclK 1 111 ]» d h It woi h\ ^ ni fooling them both 

I op 11 d mv r ou h to j d b icb th vo\n w ling up 

11, nn ilroii nd J fni htd p smding there with m} 
mo th op» n gipig n ir Who s up vjth him is he 
catching hits n summit-^ ^ali L was olniousl) too 
la efoi the a^.ldt^nt me » s ai^w i> 

Mac I i k wh\ cou c (Vv I in i6 this - giU'^ asltd 
lhe\Xiih Mlliout im \ t iml i 

Mv hr t th light v i •Nnv I h\ vou sa^d youd 
guen ir baik lo com i asiri'^ But J i ’ hankei d '’her he 
s ibtle appro leh \l Hi vers similar i^ntit*' 1 said 
‘Itk mv i TO s It gut (he tooth maik on ii where you bit 
It thav day wh n vou inid di^ iidicuious scene 

'Do you mem that das i IlHts, which I un sii e Fita is 
anxious to heu about * I sud with the m nlion oi embir- 
rassmg hi r 



‘It’s my cross/ said the Witch. 

‘No It isn’t/ I said ‘You gave yours back to your cousin. 
I just happen to have one similar If you want to know, 
your cousin got it from me m the first place ’ 

‘Oil So you make a practice of giving these things away, 
doyou>’ 

‘No, I don’t make a p? jttice of it I just happened to have 
half a dozen of them to spare They’re what Uiiuarians 
^^ear^when they’re dead/ 1 said It was only a mattci of 
time before the WitcH realized who wa* wearing her en- 
gagement ring, and I \^as beginning to gabble a bit 

‘And another thing, ^he Witch said ‘Which one of us is 
supposed ro be vommg rr> tei at sour house uwnorrow^’ 
‘Well ncirhei of sou, I ir afiaid/ I said, guuig them earh 
the frank smili ‘Wc did hopv. to have a >ort ol family party 
- there vvvie a lot of people coming, incJudinj s - 

onl\ the old man’*- been callui awa} k Hariogate and he 
won’t be back until Monday ’ 

'I supposf hc\ gone fe a in\il lernioti iid the 'Vtiteh 
wirJi her hea\> san isin She tmn d to KjU \ou know 
ins iather*- supposed 'o be a rerutd > i tapiani, don I 
you^' 

‘ Thought he \^a^ suppo:> n to be a cobbler or jurninai ' 
s ud Rita 

7he\ ^tarled ehtwing the lit iboiit whit ihi old in*n Jid 
for a lunig Ihe VCudi, in her boiile gucii srtK^d 

thtie looking like tiu cvb St mip ehinied to hast 

ravished on pis ton piUs \ happv thoiiglit sttuek me, the 
first happ\ thought ot e\emng I felt m my fxiekei for 
the little black b ads that wtie still spilL d there I seoope'd 
up a handful, about a clo/en or fourteen of them On iht 
table nearest to u , nevt to the Witeli s handbag and the 
pile of hlucid oranges thii she had g(»r in as a treat for her- 
self, there was a tup of black eoflec, untouched 1 moved 
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my hand behmd me and, as the two of them got on to the 
subject of the iinaginary budgerigar, I unloaded the fistful 
of passion pills luio the Witch’s coffee 

‘And now, if 11 ’ not too much to ask,’ said iht Witch, 
‘perhaps you’ll tell us whi^h one of us you invited to the 
Roxy tonight ’ 

‘Oh, m> I aid ‘Why don’t vt^u as]?. Rita why she’s 
wearing your ^.ngag^mem ring-* 1 strode rapidly away, 
leating them both open mouthed as the ugh being filmed 
at the end of a coOxfds s^qucnce^I i.h»igfd through the 
c?r ana lo tb" fo»)i of the bakony stairs S»amp, ^fill dmg- 
mg hold of th( hantsttrs clawed at me a^ 1 parsed He was 
definirely dnink 

Pis oft S»nnp I ijJcaitU 

‘Yon c hid u, h?. sud tiiickh, grabbing my slec\e 
on ( had ir ’ 

Keep \oiir niu Vy hmk i * mu dt ’ 
ju\e hud It drool d siin p b en talking to 

SbaJi idv \i) vt hidit 1 1 her 

I pul cd bis h 1(1 in^i >ft my ia\ ‘11 ili you get 
yvur hind oft my eowiig sodd np Ineging duit 

^ ou haj it, ht. mumhL 1 ml iiig down on the stairs 
i tan up two »t a (im^^ ind foii-ad I ^ stiL ittinp con- 
Unt< dly, koj^iuj tn r the bdc( ny 

Son) 1 w IS so IfMi » 1 s lor \ salk ’ 

She lo( k d up 1 1 j miled \t i looking h^t up ’ 

‘I in feeling he ip I Ad 1 o^tdf^ to when she was 
sitting to check that he eculd not ha\ ceti whu had b en 
pnng on 1 vt jusi hid ai dlini<^hiv biiru’’ with Arthur 
about the sonj. Ih finishtd up thicitening to sing jt with 
a Yor«cshirc it cent 

‘Well he couiii do wt^’-se said I u jndir lou-'ly 
I sat down, bre if lung dc j 1), glad of ; \ opponuniiy for 
a bit ot normal con\ ei satior 1 he band w is playing a soft 
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waltz and there was something soothing about the bobbing 
heads below us. 

‘Don’t say you’re another of these Yorkshire fanatics,’ I 
said. 

‘No. But there’s lots of nice things in Yorkshire. Nice 
people. To name only one,’ she said, squeezing my hand. 

‘Which is why you keep leaving it, I suppose?’ 

‘Could be.’ ' 

To break the silence I said, ‘I was talking to that bloke 
w'ho does the Man o’ Ihe Dales column in the Echo the 
other day 

‘Who? Do you mean John Hardcastlc?’ Liz broke in. ‘1 
know him.’ She knew everybody. 

‘That’s him,’ I said with the sinking feeling ‘At least, I 
think It was him One of the blokes on the Echo^ anjf'way. 
We were going over all this satamc mills laik that he’s 
always doing, and / said, Datk satamc mills I can pur up 
with, they’re part ol iht picture But when v lomes to dark 
satamc power stauons, d<irk satamc housu]^ estates rmd 
dark sarank dance halls 

‘That’s good You ought to use that ’ 

‘So he said- That’s the irot.bic viili you youngster'-, >ou 
want 

‘ Youngsrors^ //c got a ncr\ e ! He's not much older rhan 
you are’ Are you sup‘ it was John Hardcaslte?' 

‘Oh, lor Godk .sake,’ I said dcsperaich ‘A big chap with 
a moustadie - is that him ^ ' 

‘That’s nghid said Li/ calmly. ‘He'^ sitting over there.’ 
She nodded caMially to a young man with a crowd of 
people three or four tables away, handlebar moustache and 
all. Why wasn't Man o’ the Dale'- an old man.** And w'hy 
the handlebar moustache’^ He l(K)ked up, saw I u and 
weaved, i sat back, exhausted. By now I would not have 
been surprised to see Councillor Duxbury himself, dancing 
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the Boston Two-Step down below and change out of four- 
pence 

"Let’s go for a waJk/ 1 said weakly 
‘Don’t you wart to have a chat with John^’ 

0\cr the tannoy, breaking into the music, a crackling 
voice announced H illiam hi'^hey Mihf Wilham 

Fnhei Wanted on the telephone Mi A l^tiliant Fisher, 
7'han’ you ’ 

‘Mr WiUiam Iisher wai«ted on the telephone,’ said 
Li7 

pilrns gntiv with '.wcat J t^ripped the bakonv rail 
and pet r(d into ht bright dt pihs sA th^ dtnee fl()OT As m 
some maniac I iicidoscopc 1 coiiM >ct Arth ir, Itx>king belli- 
gerent, about to ing iLl ^itch striding purposefully out 
of the tafettna with hir handbag swinging on her 
^houldu , Rita standing around looking da/ed to the left. 
Stamp, standing at the boiioin oi the t Ji^tse, and Shad- 
nt k brushing p i » him 1 'aw hem, or ih( ugl 1 1 saw them, 
iW m thy. iijk hruVing mcmn-ni md looking up, ih^re 
wa ih^ \ou hfui \lin f iht l)iJ<s, glaring with what 
loiktd hk< suspii ion it our labk I had a sudden histiiomc 
urge to St ind up on mv *.lian m<i ‘^hou^ Lidiss and genlL- 
here rc mv imam pui»md m\ suedt shoes 
Cru^ il> m' il^e modern w iv ‘ ’ 

‘Ml s; U" ilhutn i i heu ^anu * on tic tt I phom 
T ct s go tor a walk 1 ^aui i kit a hind on thv, back of 
my chair I looked rip, ii d*I wa no» sin riscd to sec Shad- 
rack bending ovti us, flash iig hr vcJlrw teeth and breaih- 
mg his bad hieaih 

‘Com/J I hat s i w ord w uh you 1 ish n >’ 

I stood up, fccling punchdzunV Nest for shaving,’ I 
said hvstciicallv 

Shadraek turned sohcitou 1> to Li7 excuse us 

tor a moment She smile d at him He took me over to the 
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top of the stairs, holding my arm m an alarmingly fnendly 
wav 

‘Look, this IS neither the time nor the place, of course/ 
he began confidentially ‘But I just ihoughi I’d belter have 
a word with >ou about our conversation this aheinoon ’ 

*Oh, yes?’ I said, •swallowing 

‘Yes The fact is, under the circ ’stances we think it 
prob’ly a gt)od idea if you 'lidn’t come in on Monday after 
all Prob’l> il vou didn’t come in until we sent toi you I 
just thought I’d kt vouVnow ' 

‘Oh Does ihat me in - 

‘No, I’m \air much afiaid il doesn’t mean \ou’ve finished 
with us Noi by a kmg chalk I m ifrairt you \c *^tili got a 
lot of explaining to do, bxsher ’ 

‘Oh^’ I Seemed to be btginnmg e\erv nntcnec with 
‘Oh’ 

Ye*) I’m afrud it s come to nght thit >oir\t be« n cirrv 
me on ri u ahrnnug fishion i \^ir hngthv p< nod of 
tmu An a/iiming fishion lo ih Jefst of it \nv 
wav, the upslmr i*-, w want > )u to rcgird \oirs<ll as 
being lemp rinly usp^ ndtd unti^ we can get ii all el< ated 
up 

He released m> ^im • 

As I ^iv thi^ IS ncirhti the lime nor the place we rcah/e 
that 1 don t wan? u sum voi you^ elf t( r^ht 

fir lre»m it But n(u’\c got i lot of ^air eiious cvpl lining 
lo do, sooner oi la^cr ’ 

‘ ‘ Have X good holiday, JenVins, I vt got some bad news 
for you when you get back, ’ 1 nmtl» rf d 

Wha ^Whit’s ihit-'’ 

Il was a eartCHin, I >aid unhippily In the piper’ 

‘Ye> I’m \air riUvh alriid you think too ynuch about 
cai toons,’ aid Shadracl He give me a strangi 1( k and 
went off down the btairs I watihcd the tail of his hacking 
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jacket flapping after him, and murmured "‘Bastard' under 
my breath 

H^iUiam I^uheVy wanted on the telephone * 

I beckoned to Liz, and follov^cd Shadiack at a respectful 
djsiance dovtn the stairs 



I r was quiet outsiSe the Roxy The evening was vvarm, but 
on the crisp *idc The sodium lamps were beginning to 
flicker on and oft di^malU Ihe old gaffers who manned 
the Alderman Burrov^s memorial bench at the abandoned 
tiam terminus weie beginning to cianc thcmstlses stiffly to 
their Icet and adjust their muffler > the last ihildren had 
leh the piles of buildcis suid that marUd e\c.3 txit from 
Stradhoughlon, watnirg of new itrritoiiil ambinon^ in the 
wav ot buttle ntw ^oids aeioss the moors 

I sUx)Q If th< entiancr U) ih< Row, looking at the show 
ea^es lull of eneh d, shin> photograph^ and tIk glu*- 
siicaled placrird adstrn inp tlx \ii?m»ii ltd Bill Ihcir 
wa‘ on« howeas< to fht Mi s Sir 4}h(‘Ughton < on 

usi and Rita, v itt* b< r ea^dbciird er 'jwn aiul hi r suip ish, 
^miled ionthff\ down u mt On broad biuk Mv.ps the 
eomrnis lonaiit in his threiabare unitoim drv * It m« <1 h) a 
thin blue and lied wiUi an irinv wehbii g bdt d\^d nu\, 
e)^d passing souths wiih his hYt.d polueuian starv Two 
of thmi ^hip\ hn ^d atid weaiing da/zle tie strolled sell- 
conseionslv up ictvards the paybox I lecogm/td ihun as 
friends of Stamp Irom the eioy^d bt h'=id ban with at the 
X-L Disc Bar that afternoou 

The commissionaire moved forward ‘Not toniirhi, my 
mends, he said putting hp mn out ‘Not liter last week ' 
‘Why. what' up-^ said one ol uhe youth 
‘Never mmd what sup or what s down You don f come 
in, that > Mr Botromk^’s strict orders ’ 

‘After you with Mi Boftomlcv,’ said the other youth 



*Wc’re not coming in, we just want to get a mate out,* 
said the hrst one 

‘YouVe geitme nobody out,’ <;aid the commissionaire. 
The iwo youths retired into the shadows 

I looked up the blue-carpeted ioyer at the cluster of girls 
gossipmg outside the Ladies, and saw them parr to let Liz 
through Sr>mc of them staled after her I noticed, not for 
the first time, how ^^ruffy she was in her r/ld suede jacket 
and her dustv bla< k skirt, and it occurred to me that I had 
rarely, if ever seen her w’farmg a^^ything else She came 
and went m her green suede loai though it were a uni- 
form i)r something, ind C’ai when I pictured h^r at the 
celebration parade a^irr ihe Newember ru»ts in Ambrosia, 
she was ^iill wtMnng it 

She eame and ‘■n od be* uk me, bv the showcases 

‘Miss Siradhoughton,’ sht said mcchaiiKally 
rh<> ga'e the iiilv t th< wrong pirl,” I said with a 
dum^'V ttumpt it gallantrv 

Wt Miollcd iwiv Iroui th( R<'x\ anii the olcKk of tobac- 
(oni^fs’ di<»ps dumia^ iii<^ handle >st^^ that wa built m 
with it, and o\er the waste ground <“0 the New Road We 
walked up New Road past the Hoiightondale Arras, the 
bus sht'ds and the * icraau r»utn and then wheu the dump 
of Clacked drainpipes and the crusty little hills of car marked 
ihe last gasp of liousing de\e^ itm n we turned into the 
unadt^pted road that ltd down into Folev B(‘itnms 

At some point duniig thf evening, pioHablv in the flight 
from the pub Loncert ro«>m I had start d walking like a 
man with flat feet, and 1 was tiying hard to stop it ‘Do you 
fand life complicated 1 said is w»‘ walked along I was 
long past taring ont w iv ihc other abtmt anything very 
much, and what I aid was the iir’^t thing that cam. into my 
head 

‘Ilmm-hmm,' said I \z happily 
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I said : wish it was something you could tear up and 
start agam. Life, I mean You know, like starting a new 
page m an exercise book * 

‘Well, it*s been done,’ said Liz ‘Turning over a new leaf ’ 

‘I turn over a new leaf every day,’ I said ‘But the blots 
show through ’ I was raiher pleased with this 

We came to the end of the unadopted road and crossed 
over the broken-down cl esinur fencing and the backwash 
of old bricks and bottles rhat was the entrance to Foley 
Bottoms. 

‘Why are you w^alking like that^’ said I iz 

‘Like what^’ 

‘Sort of leaning forwards as though you were on roller 
skates ’ 

About half a deven selected falsehoods skimmed throiiirh 
my mind rangmg from bad shoes to middli v.ar disease 
‘T’m pretending IVe got flai feet,’ I said ai hngth 

‘Fathead ’ 

Stradh(*ughtc>n clung tenaciously to wood' for the 
first tew vards oUl iirara^* cement bags flipping, an clcc- 
tTKity sub-station, the trees dying on then leer Bui wading 
through the soggv cardboaid bo'es and the lust-rimmed 
bicycle wheels came tu thf wo<tds with the acoin^ tailing 
and the ferns waist hign and grf en oh\ -ut U'. 

‘I ‘^um over a n w leaf every day,’ I said ‘But the blots 
show through the page ’ 

‘Well,’ said Ii/ Perhaps a ^'ew leaf isn t go<'d enough 
Perhaps you need to turn over i new volume ’ 

She was even better than 1 was at canying metaphor to 
inscrutable length'* 1 th<»ught of pur >uinp the theme a litilc 
further, and was wcavmg a pKisant faiit) about irying not 
only a new volume but a new library, when Liz staited on 
the problem afresh with an entjre*ly new sf t of illustrations 

‘You know, my lad, the trouble with you is that you’re - 
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T^hat’s the word - introspective > You’ie like a child at the 
edge of a paddling pool You want very much to go in, but 
you think so mufh about whether the water’s cold, and 
whether vou’ll drovvn, and what your mother vvill say if you 
get your feet wet 

1 hesitated to go with her into the paddljpg-pool zone, 
which seemed to me lo be fraught with peril, hut there was 
nothing for it but to intcirupf her 

‘All I’m doing iS wondriing whethei to dwe or >wim,* I 
said obnnrdv 

‘'^crhap> \ou neefl a coaeh,’ sai 1 1 1 /, f^ivmg me the sly 
glance It was ])crft ( tlv appan nt wh* n this onr v a leading 
to and I ijecivied to i< avc hei floundering in her own 
paddling pool for the in r nanir Wt pu < cd our way over 
the low hlaci IjvTry hniicbc^ in den < 

J care h d uound m irv n ird foi som^ tr^ >h non‘-ens^ to 
keep i-lcastn 1\ Oi oped Ihh < goick gust of warmth 
ior 1 17 ji r h(.M« adints lovo ofa wUh me along iht wcU- 
tif»dknp*^h ollMna\ I dc«.idc<l n' ny hci on the I ondon 
th( me 

‘Do \o 1 know wh I m (» f i Titian d h\ T ondon 1 said. 
No, Mr Bones, wliy ^ou m» fascinated T onclon^’ 
Shf wi nor unnet > 1 1\ uinntiiu Arthur 

‘A man m lo <> himst’l in 1 'iidon 1 said ‘I ondvm is a 
big it h4s hg trccu a*- ’ hi ] c#)pk - i tailed off, 

hceau e h< would ii(»t be d iwn tti 1 in tre case I hid 
foigotutJ tliN. f nd ( t tilt s I 1 / su ^ pv i abruptU, and 

I turn* d birk U) ftn ricr, c^puiti’c; th sadvicii, tash e’m 
brav,c ihit wa a Mature if •k’* impttp >u t»niptramcnt 
But ^he folded lur aim and Inoi^J at me with her 
inscrutable, eh llbh^ <m i\ th it (tnU Minth looUd <s though, 
hki the \Vit<h lx fore h<i ^lu had puciised it in ' mrrur 
‘Billy‘s’ 

‘Uh huh->’ 
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*Tell me something^* 

I said m ihe soft voice : ‘Of course ’ 

‘Do you really know Man o’ the Dales?’ 

In the hardj defiant voice : ‘Course 1 do ’ 

‘Really and truly 

‘Well, know him, it depends what you mean by know 
him I’ve met him 

‘Count five ind tell th( truth,’ said Li7 If was an old 
recipe of hers, and cme thaf I alway> found distasteful I 
said m the high-pitchqid voice putting an ( laboratc hand 
to my heart, ‘I cannot tell a lie. I’ve n< ver nu r the man ’ 
The phiase ‘I’ve nc/tr met the man’ was just not »uuea to 
the range of voice I had cho'^cn, and the wnoh thing 
sounded fui' cd and ridiculous 

Lu grinned composedly "You an i fof»l ’ 

I wiped the whole matte'- oiJt with ih< ript inr gun 
levelled af Man o the I hi and wc v^a'hd on "Ptrhaps 
I need to fun j.\ei i new piddling pool, I said 

‘Wiitc thdi down, said 1 1/ u l a Aithyr wimld haw 
saiii 

hohy KoTtom^ w is largeh a botaiuc il'imp ot nothing, 
but )ust befori you stan< d gtiiing out oi the wo(>ds aeim 
ind on vt) ir wa> to the Strarl I en liousjug ^ - 1 hidf ou-> 

70(» ol orange bnel which if would liavt cJont Maa o’ th<‘ 
Dale's a dowit ok good to vi ilk lliroij.h, cobblcotoncs 
handlebar i»iouna» he and all - then w i a In* *11 or tull of 
what I always thought of as pmoi gi is a kind ot lush 
tropical gret'n velvet that looked is though vou eould hay 
it by the yard in Maiks and Sptneer^ It was i regular 
custom for me to «top here w^ith whoev r it was, 1 1/, Rita, 
01 the Witch, thereafter the i d»tom would vary according 
to the personality in^ olved With Rita, it was the film finale 
clinch pnor to smliiig down on the gra' with the Witch, 
a moment of studied ca^ualncss in which wc both sit down 
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apparently independently, about a yard from one another. 

I wondered how the Witch was getting on with her cupful 
of passion pills. In the case of Liz, part of the regular custom 
was to hold each other at arm’s length, scrutinizing faces 
and then, as at a given signal, sit down. 

■'Who d’you love.**’ said Liz 

‘Thee, lass,’ I said, finding refuge in the Duxbury dialect 

‘Yes, it sounds like ij, doesn’t it?’ 

‘Ah do, lass ’ 

‘Say it properly, then ’ 

T di>, l.iz, I do,’ 1 said Si»beiK, and wondering if I meant 
it. I knelt down on the grass and reached my arm up to hei. 
Li? remained standing. 

‘What about Baibara^’ 

So rarely did I think about the Witch under her given 
name that I had to think iiT a minute who Baibara was 
when she was at honr.^ 

‘W\ll what about her?’ 

'Weil what aboiit her?’ said lA/ I began pulling at her 
hands, trying to d<*^i(le whither t^' the ball back again 
with another ‘Well what about her?’ Finally I said: ‘All 
over ’ 

'You’ve said that befot» 

‘I kn<fW This time the goose is coi'kcd.’ I did not explain 
whose goose 1 had in mind 1 ti,,hteiflfed my grip on her 
hands and pulled her down, so su^^cessfully that she fell on 
top of me. This should have been the ^ igral for the begin- 
ning of some 1 ural by play but in fai f the weight of her 
knocked me sprawling and by the time I had recovered she 
was sitting beside me, lighting a cigarette -■ a delaymg trick 
as annoying in its way as the Witch’^i oranges. 

‘1 want to marry you, you know, Billy,’ Liz s ud, bolding 
her cigarette to a blade of grass. 

I said : ‘I know, Liz, I know^ We wilJ, one day.’ 
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‘Not one day. Now.’ 

The idea of actually getting married now was so incom- 
prehensible to me that I thought it was part of some new 
ritual, and I played along with it. 

‘Tonight?’ 

‘Next week will do. Before you go to London. Or when 
you get there. Whichever you prefer.’ 

I began plucking at the glass buttons of her blouse, ima- 
gining the court scene where my mother, weeping, opposed 
my application to marry- The unfastening of Liz’s blouse 
had become a more or less routine affair and it was done in 
a detached way, rather as if I were helping her off with her 
coat. 

‘I think I get engaged a bit too often,’ I said. 

‘I don’t want to get engaged. 1 want to get married,’ 

Is that why you keep sloping off every few weeks, be- 
cause you want to get married?’ 

‘I want to get married,’ said Liz stubbornly. 

‘All right,’ I said. ‘All right.’ 

By now I had begun to grow fairly absent-minded in my 
responses, for il had suddenly struck me that there was 
somebody in the bushes, listening to us. There was no wind, 
but every so often one of the rhododendrons behind us 
would rustle and there would be a crackling of twigs. 1 
looked up sharply, #but there was nothing to sec. 

‘How do you mean, all right?’ said Liz. T’ve Just pro- 
posed to you, and you say all rigfit. Aren’t you supposed to 
say this is so sudden, or yes, or something?’ 

I was groping for some obscure phrase that would com- 
fort her and at the same time leave me uncommitted. I dis- 
tinedy saw something moving in the bushes behind us. The 
notion that the Witch had followed us here and was taking 
ever3rrhing down in her faultiess Gregg shorthand pos- 
sessed me with an unpleasant vividness. 
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If Fm going to dive in/ I said, ‘I think it might as well 
be at the deep end.’ 

Even if the Witch had got down this remark satisfactorily, 
there was little that she could make of it in a breach of 
promise trial. 'Now Mr Fisher, according to these notes you 
said that if you were going to dive in, U might as well he at 
the deep end. Now what did you mean by that?^ I got Liz’s 
blouse out of her skirt and began suoking^ her, like a cat. 

Liz screwed her eyes up tightly in the way she did when 
she was going to say something sh^ thought brazen. With- 
out seeing, she stubbed her cigarette out on the grass. 

‘You know what you w'anted me to do that night on 
Stradhougbton Moor, and I said another night?* 

I remembered verv we^ the cold night on Stradhoughton 
M<ku, in the old folks’ shelter, lije night before Liz had last 
disappeared. On that night I had actually proposed, a pre- 
tend proposal that wc had used for kindling, toasting our 
hands on it until the early hours when, stiff with cold, we 
wandered home quietly, the future spent like fireworks. 

‘I remember,’ I said. My heart had begun to beat swiftly. 
Stamp’s phrase, ‘Are you gelling it regular?’ sprang irrever- 
ently back into my head. The bushes stirred again, and this 
time I thought that it might be Stamp himself with his 
German camera, fitted witii infra-red. Either him or the 
Witch with a portable tape re' '>rder, c^ie or the other. 

‘Well,’ said Liz. Tt’s another night tonight, isn’t it?’ 

I kissed hei eyes meditijrively. So far our relations had 
been on a thus-far-and-no-farther basis, trustrating to both 
of us but of such a well-established pattern that it came as a 
slow shock to suggest that the barriers now be taken down. 

‘Are you sure?’ I said, clearing my throat. She nodded, 
her face full of meaning. Out in the rhododendron bushes 
the Witch put on another spool. A new notion, that Shad- 
rack was crouching there with a warraiu for my arrest, 
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seized me for a moment, then I put it aside to deal with 
current problems. 

‘Er - what do you think we ought to do about, you know, 
babies?’ 

‘Ha\e them,’ said Liz luxuriously. ‘Lots and lots of them.’ 

‘No, I mean tonight. I mean, I haven’t got - you know.’ 

It’s aU right,’ said Liz. I peered unhappily out into the 
bushes. The Witch turned up her volume control, Stamp 
changed his film and Shadrack crouched forward in the 
dusk, licking his lips. Liz nestled plumply up to me and bit 
my ear. We held each other helplessly, doing nothing, the 
passion seeping away at a dangerous rate. 

Liz said: ‘Billy?’ 

‘Uh-huh?’ 

‘Ask you something?’ 

‘Uh-huh; 

She screwed up her eyes again and said : ‘Do you know 
what virgo intacta means?’ 

‘Yes.’ ' 

‘Well. I’m not.’ 

I sat there quietly, listening. Something had gone wrong 
with the Witch’s tape recorder. Stamp and Shadrack, 
fiddling with the batteries, were adjusting it for her. ‘No,’ 
I said finally. T somehow^ didn’t think you were.’ 

‘Want me to telkvou about if?’ 

‘No.’ 

1 began to fondle her breast, sr^anning it in my hand and 
pressing gently wuth each finger in turn, compulsively. Liz 
began to breathe heavily and to tremble out of all propor- 
tion to the ardour J thought I was drumming up. ‘'Fell me 
about it,** I said. 

‘No, not now.’ 

‘Tell me about it.’ 

Liz sat up, almost impatiently, pulling her suede coat 
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aiound her She stared out into the darkness Then she 
began to trace httle circles m the grass with her fingers 
‘You think that’s why Fm always going away, don’t you^* 
she said 

I shrugged, saving and thinking nothing 

‘Ask me where I’ve been for the pa^t five weeks ’ 

‘Docs the geographic al location make any difference^’ I 
said with simulated bittums**, hoping to ket p it all on this 
same •• parting level 

‘No, T don t siippnsc it- saii 1 1 ? 1 reached out and 
tou^htd her brea&t utider htr coai, but it was cc»ld and life- 
less She began to sptak ir a rhythmical reasoning sort of 
pro«^e, as though she had ichc^ar^td all the words before she 
met me 

‘E\ erv so ofttn I just w ant to go awa} It’s not you, Billy, 
I want to V here with you ft ' thf town It’s the people 
wc know I don 1 lik^ know mg eterybodv, or becommg 
a part of •■hmg& - do you t what I 

We had b( t n om r ♦h’s btfou, but from a different route 
It had never kd so beaut if ullv into ttic point of contact 
betw(e 1 i*s 1 be gan to Ictl exceed, as though t‘n the verge 
of a discovery 

‘Whai Fd liW IS to be imi ihie,' jaid 1 1 / ‘You know, to 
do everything witbt»ul peopl* knoving, and not having to 
worry about them, noi having t x/ nn^ail he rime That’s 
why 1 so erijoved that night or Stiadhoughton Moor Wc 
weic both invisible Vf t -• 

‘Li 7 ’ I said urgenilv ‘Liz listen, listen I took her hanc’s, 
trembling almost, and btgar to speak r ipidly, leav mg stac- 
cato, deliberate paus» s httw^^eiji my words 

‘1 17 , do you know what I do-^ When I want to feci m- 
visible-*’ I had no experience of wanting to feel invisible, 
but the text was perfect I was dottormg m> words as I 
went along, quickly and carefully ‘Fve ne\ ei told anybody 
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I have a sort of - well, it’s an imaginary country, where I 
go It has Its own people 

‘Do you do that ^ I knew vou would,’ cned Li? tnumph- 
anrly ‘I laiew you would Why are wc so alike, Billy? I 
can lead your thoughts A town like Sindhoughron, only 
somt where over by the sea, and we u^ed to spend the whole 
day on the beach 1 hat’s what I used to think about ’ 

I was full of excitement, frustrated, painful excitement at 
not being able to tell her properly, yet at the same time 
knowing she would understand it I now mg thii she would 
kncfw I wanted to drag h r into my mind and let her loose 
m it, free to picl and choose 

I began counting to myseJi to slow myself d mn. and 
said, only halt fevtrrhJy 

‘I his IS mort than a town, it s a whole country I’m sup 
posed to be the Prime Mmistcr \ou’rL -supposed to be 
the Foicign Secret irv or ome thing 

‘Ye*' sir said Li/ with gi tve inoek obedie n 
‘1 thtnK tboui it for hfui Sotrittiint *> 1 tiiirfk it etc wtie 
marruei md h\inesonuwhc»'e ii that m me eounii v, 
wc could lusi ,ir and iraigine ouisdsts ih^r< - 

‘B\ a log hn,’ said Ii/ ohly ‘And ihf fir tref > all 
around, and nc» othri houst loi mile* ’ 

1 looked at hu ‘•quar H ^hc ofiud i, I wa^ in 

her ow n *^cltlc d way 1 wi'* u» mgaeom n mx tie id t<eier- 
mg on a dici ion He ids I nil her, rails I don t Heals I 
tell her thi> ld>i thing ♦ 

‘f want a loom in the hi>ii^c with i green baizi door,’ I 
began calmly ‘It will bi a big loom, and when we pass into 
It, through the doo^ rhai’*^ it, that’s \inbroMa No <*nc rise 
would he allow* ci in No one cl e mil have key > I hc\ won’t 
know where the roc m is Only w( will know ^X'i ’ll make 
mod*ds ol the pnneipil cities, you know, our of catdboaid 
and we could use toy soldiets, painted, for the people We 
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could draw maps. It would be a place to go on a rainy 
afternoon. We could go there. No one would find us. I 
thought we would have a big sloping shelf running all the 
way down one wall, you know, like a big desk. And we’d 
have a lot of blank paper on it and design our own news- 
papers. We could even make uniforms.^ if we wanted to. It 
would be our country.’ I stopped, suddenly aware of the 
cold and the black, peeling branches rouxid about us and 
the ticking quiet of it all. I had talked myself right through 
the moment of contact. Liz, her ■•old self, was grinning, 
pleased with lift, seeing it all as our old fantasy, a kind of 
mental romp in the long grass. ‘And let’s have a model 
train, that the kids won’t be allowed to use,’ she said. ‘And 
a big trench in the gardv ii,’ 

I sank back, spreadeagling rny hands in the grass to rid 
them of the webbed sensation that was coming back into 
them like a nervous tic. 

‘Liz,’ 1 said, ail the thoughts exhausted in me. ‘Will you 
marry me?’ 

She leaned over me and whispered: ‘Tomorrow,’ in a 
throaty way. I pulled her down with a feeling of peace and 
misery, running my hands heavily down her back. She 
began to kiss me, not knowing rhat jpiy eyes were open and 
staring. Her body was warm under the suede Jacket and I 
found some kind of comfort, osing i:fiysell, nor allowing 
anything into my head, but sinking into a kind of numb 
passion. Soon the whole irKident had pas ed into history, to 
be exhumed and dissected soon, but n M now^ 1 fell the 
black dusty skin give way as she fumbled at the zipper. I 
brushed my fingers against the smooth surface of her 
stomach, feeling her contract gingerly under the touch of 
them. She roiled over on to her back and I fell on top of her, 
grateful and easy in ray mind, lost in her soft ways. 

In the moment of satisfaction I said : ‘1 acre’s somebody 
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watching us * From the bushe<i there was the sharp crack 
of breakmg twigs and a resounding ‘Tskkkkkkkkk* ’ 

I called ^Whoever’s out the re is going to get their bastard 
teeth knocked down their throat m a minute i ' 

I scrambled to my feet, gathering my clothes about me 
like an Arab Three vouihs leaped up fiom behind the 
bushes and began to run out of the \voods, shouting direc- 
tions at each oth^r luo of them were the south'* who had 
been turned away irom the Roxy while I waited lor I u 
the third was Stamp, I^atcd aftci them almost far as 
the road Stamp stumbling drunkcnly through the 
ferns, Called m fmetto \oict Oh dating rcptaimg 
some \vords I happened U' have ueed i f'^w minute tarliei 
I let them go As if it wer j^r awa\ I heard Stimp i ill 
‘Can 1 dra\v \ou map ior jou <0 ph\ with'' 

1 walled back ro he gra fi rime tix} ^hin into 
m> trousers 1 was nting up and eonibim hei hair We 
should \c sta eJ m tb< datut m i luO 1 t (vt rvl-xub hi\( 
alork sht Slide artlc 

The idea, hnciful to he r, m^eie m eo lioi all » r Then 
IshiVwnd la 

W( began to valk I lek nn 1 ds ih R \\ I li lus 
cowme peistcis touiid hi^ n ck, n \i nm ] >e him I M'd 
But tlu ide H e i ei scant >tami i-,am r md i d iiubods, 
failed me wi 1) hoi i )f 



THtRF was no <iense in going back into the Roxy, and 
s^> I waittd outside while Li? went in to fetch her handbag. 
It was getting late now^ anyway The commissionaire had 
changed mto civilian clothes and ws taking in the sand- 
wich boards and propping them against the wall inside the 
foyer, I could ht ar the Rockets plaj^ng tmiulv mside, un- 
derlined by a neady thump-thump like a ship’s engine. 
After the music iheie w' > some announcement over the 
tannoy which I (.cold n(»t hcai Mist’ William Fisher, 
wann d on the telephone no doubts I wondered who had 
been rmgujg up for me ai the Row and why. An inch of 
white ash fell from mv cigarette I began to walk up and 
down the parade ol shop' that lined the Roxy, staring at 
die gaunt, old-fashioucd heads the window of Molly, 
hair-stylist and at th*^‘ foiiom-looking e-^tarc agent’s with 
Its little cards buckling m then grained wf>oden slots None 
of the sh«)ps looked as though anything had ever happened 
m them 

I had an msiincr that 1 sonxQV 'les is(»i[, looking into the 
future and deriding whether an e\ent would lake place or 
n(»i. I tried to proicc^ ravs(;lf forward, to vee whether Liz 
would come out again I could not toim an\ definite picture 
of her cc»mmg out and smiling at me, and I concluded that 
on the whole she would not. I decided to give her five more 
ramutes, counting them off m sixties and folding a finger 
back for every minute gone At the third finger I lo count 
over a commotion behmd me I turned rout'd to see Stamp 
and his two idiot friends, reclmg back from die Houghton- 



dale Arms. Stamp was even drunker than he had been be* 
fore, and was shouting at the top of his voice: *To the 
woods! No, noy not the woodsy anything but the woodsf^ 
I stepped back into the estate agent’s doorway. The com- 
missionaire had gone round the back of the building with 
a coke shovel in his hand, and the Roxy was unguarded. 
They dodged in, giggling and shoving each other. ‘Where’s 
yer pass-outs, you two?’ yelled Stamp. ‘Hey, mister, they’re 
getting in for nix ! ’ 

I was dog-tired ancU feeling gritty round the eyes, and 
hungry. I walked up to the entrance of the Roxy and looked 
down the length of the foyer, but I could not see Liz. She 
was probably already whooping it up wath Man o’ the Dales 
inside. At the door of the Ladies, Stamp was talking becrily 
to Rita, lending her a penny or something. I was hungry 
and cold and tired. 

I walked away, dipping into my mind for a morsel of 
No. 3 thinking to get me home. Ambrosia was closed for 
the night, or seemed to be. I came up as chairman of the 
Stradhoughton Labour Party, in fact m.p. for the division, 
the youngest member in the House, writing letters to Coun- 
cillor Duxbury. Dear Councillor Diixbury, As you knozu, 
the proposal to natiomilize the undertaking buswess is 
already in the committee stage. You are well veri>ed not 
only in this parnctlar field but in public life alsOy and be- 
fore concluding this piece of legislatt07i we would greatly 
appreciate your comments. (Yqu may remember me as a 
clerk in your employ , many years ago now. . . .) 

At the corner of Clogiron Lane was a fish shop, a small 
area of brightness among the discreet drawn blinds and 
the concrete lamps. I stepped almost automatically over the 
hollowed step into this tiled, light womb of warmth, and 
joined the small queue among the Tizer bottles, the stacked 
sheets of clean newspaper, and the advertisements for 
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cinemas and jumble sales. I leaned in gratitude on the salty 
marble counter and savoured the high aroma of steam and 
vinegar and huvorn sweat Written in whitewash on the 
burnished batteiy of mirrors above the frying-range was 
the sign. 'Under completely new management * The usual 
fat wf)men were seiviiig m their chip-staincd white aprons, 
but the man at the range, tall and dour like all hshshop 
proprietors, was a one He turned half-round to the 
trough of batter by his '.ide, and I recognized him instantly 
as the leading man in an old No 2 c^yni irc which even now 
I revued from time to lime I^>ng ago. in a different neigh- 
bourhood, I had cau‘-cd some comtci nation up and down 
the stic«‘t by telling c^ci\bi>dv that the man who ran the 
fi‘h shop had hangtd hmistlf This was undoubtedly the 
same man He ie<i)gnuui m- too, atjd gave me one of 
the keen, contemplate e loi»k , that w ei c >0 m>ich a feature of 
Siiddh^)Ugliton life 1 h^d a t|un.k fancy ihii all my enemies 
had stcralv raker offisc around ( logiron I.ane and w*ere 
hustling into peition, prcpeiiug foi ihe coup I bought a 
bag of chips and walkt^d out of the sho]» 

Dear Mr ShadrdKh^ A \ou knuiv^ the nationalization of 
//iV und* ? taking bv i i immint nt, and vje are ici)/ keen 
ic get '‘omeone knowlidgiablt w cha^-gc of cui^ket pro- 
duftinn I wdl rfrntwttr as an ^ )ld ho\' (>/ Shadrack 
and Duxbur^ if ihi zvntth tUo^ptrgot to post the 
calendars ^ f f ) btoie shoan arm drawing of a phre- 
gld<s casket vJnih you thought could he produced veiy 
( heaply 

The thips lasted me all the wa> home to Hillcrcst I 
threw the greasy bag into our own privet hedge, wiped my 
hands, and ht a cigarette before going indoors. I felr a lot 
bet^^e'* 

The old mail wa^ in the lounge, straddling the fawn- 
tilcd hreplace, tb ba^k of his balding head ghinnicinig 
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faintly through what little of the mirror you could see be- 
hind Its crust of frosted bambis. His certificate of member- 
ship from the Ancient Order of Stags, thick with Gothic 
writing and seals and all the rest of it, was propped up on 
the mantelpiece. I was surprised to see the old man still up. 
He stood with his waistcoat open and eyed me as I went 
into the room. 

I said: ‘Did*you want some chips bringing in?’ 

The old man said: ‘I’m surprised t’ bloody chip shop’s 
still open, this time o! night.’ He nodded towards the 
cuckoo dock, swinging its lead weights against the sad wall- 
paper. He turned to chuck his cigarette end m the fire and 
said, tossing the remark casuaUy acioss to me* ’They’re 
down at t’ Infirmary.’ 

‘Who IS?’ 

‘Your mother and your grandma, whi> the hlcKidy hell do 
you think? Ytuir grandma’s be^^n taken badl\ again We’ve 
been tiymg to gel word to you for t’ last hi»ui Wheie've 
you been?’ 

I felt a twinge of ahrm at the idea of Gran being catted 
off to the Infirmary. Ncrmally, after one of her fits, she 
would sit ticking broodily ui a chair until she was more or 
less normal agaui If the fit recurred, it was supfxiscd to be 
serious or something f was glad that they had got her out 
of the housi-. 

I said, harshenmg my \oite to make it aa eptable- ‘Why, 
what’s up with her?’ 

‘What’s up wi’ youy that’s what I want to know,’ the 
old man snarled, beginnmg to boil up into his slow rage 
‘I thought you weic off to t’ bloody dance hall when 
you’d been to t’ pub Why don’t you go where you say 
you’re going, we’ve been ringing up half the bloody 
night.’ 

‘I had a pass-out I began. 
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Tass-out, you’ll do more than pass out if you don’t 
bloody frame ! You’d better nng up for a taxi, your mother 
wants to see you dr wn at t’ Infirmary ’ 

‘Why, whdi's up wi’ me gtandma^’ I said 
‘What’s illus up wi’ vour grandma, what do you ihink^ 
Get ringing up t’ taxi » ’ 

Reluctantly, I went into the hall and rang up New Line 
Taxis The old man was ,hou ing ‘And bl<Mdy come home 
on a night in future, not at ihn h^oodv time’ ’ but there was 
somethirg oddlv »*estraintd and jjreoctupnd aboui his 
ahust" I felt that he had iOtneihinu moie to ^a> I put down 
the ulephone and start'd to walk up the stairs I hat was 
the tfiggci fof if With a bound of fury tht old man 
reached the hall door 
^Yor^ do I't <;o up thete^^ 

‘Wh/, I’m lint waning for 1 iixi 
1 said sou don < g<* up 

I I ined d^risi tht wall trvng U) I hi! resigned and 
rsisonable NX til ah\L gc»r to havt a wnt b, linen’t P’ 

‘\o / in go rrucKs \ m don r gt ip tair Wove had 
m ^ »gK of >ou ip rt, wnh nr bu ocl\ indiiig and medd- 
ling ind I (ion 1 know what els ’ 

‘What I dv n 1 know whn ^tilkmg about,’ I said, 

screw ini2 rr\ up lO look p n/h d 

‘\oij know bloods s' ll xsh» Ir ojl iiiy »bout ’ And 
ih/'Ti, sharp]\ V(hai hivc vt u done with ihal leiier of 
vour mother s^' 

I stood, v.old, on the \ ir«- 

"Do vou hear nn 1 in t ilking u von I ’ 

What Jetur-^’ I snd 

‘What, whai, whar,’ ih* old man tninnckcd. face 
Clacking into an iiglv sn^ei ‘Don’t keep sasnv'^ blood v 
what* You know bUnid’^ W( 11 whai 1 Uc^ * Thai whai bhe 
gave you to post tv> i’ ‘ Hou f wives’ f hoK< .’ 
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I leaned back again, my face in a mask of panic, review- 
ing breakneck all the things they must know if they had 
found out about my mother’s letter. 

‘IVe told her once, I posted it,’ I said. 

‘You posted bloody nowt! You’ve had it in that box! 
If was giveu to you to post, you bloody, idle little 
sod ! ’ 

A small wav? of relief tot ched me, a! the hope that the 
old man would pat it all down to nothing more than idle- 
ness. I said, with desp ‘rate nonchalance : ‘I did post it. 
That was just the rough copy ’ 

‘What yer talking about, lough copy:' It’s your mother’s 
letter. H(»w could vou have posted it?’ 

I came down one stair to meet him, trying to talk in the 
patient, explanatt^ry voice. ‘Look Th< letter my mother 
wide was full of mistakes^ that’s all I ^ust thought it would 
have a belter chance tf I v/tote it out ai^ain, propeily, that’s 
all.’ 

‘Well who fold you lo write it our again"^ And who told 
you to open Vf»ij keep voui thieving hands of! other 
people’s things! And where aid you get all them bloovly 
calendars from, aru'jl?* 

‘What calendars^' It was a fMircly auU/maiic rePex, like 
kicking up the knee against a hammer J was trapped with- 
out time to think or* U/ vmH or t<» ng ihe lads 

The old man a deep biealli and siartt'd fingering the 
shredding, concave belt aniund his tionsds ‘Ry bloody 
bell, ril give you bloody whar if you don’t stop saving 
what, what, my lad! Vou know hknidy well what! Don’t 
think I’ve not bceii talking to Councillor Duxbury, cos I 
have! I’ve heard ir all. You make mo a bloody laughing- 
stock, you can’t keep your hands oft owt. And where’s that 
monkey-wrench out of my giragc? I suppose you know 
nowt about thatV 
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‘No, course I don’t. What do I want with a monkey- 
wrench?’ 

‘What do you want wi’ two hundred bloody calendars? 
And what have you been doing wi’ their bloody nameplates 
analP You’re not right in the bloody head ! ’ 

I bad no refuge except m rage 7’m not right, Vm not 
right,’ I shouted, coming down the stairs at him. 7 didn’t 
want to work for Shadrack and flaming Dux.**ur\'s You put 
me there, now you can answer for iL ! ’ 

‘Don’t bloody shout at me, you gptmlcss young get! Or 
ril k^ock your bloodv eyes out ’ 

‘God give me strength,’ I murmured, dosing my eyes at 
the thr( at 

‘God give \ou strengdi he wants to gre you some 
bloody sensed You’re hie a bloody Alarv Ann!’ He was 
slouing dovm, like a spun tolt ano I ^-at down on the stairs 
with in\ Head in iny hands, i»ynjg to look defeated and 
hoping he would go dwa> Tit turned, muttering to himself. 
‘Well I hopt vrr niorher get^ more >t.nst i»ut o’ you And 
don't go (helping ba^k at hd like vou chelp al me, else 
you 11 know ibout it ’ He ..lo< d it thw hall door, lingering 
the lock, evpuimentmg with the turning meehannm, and 
trying hard lo effvCl the mnsiiuni tn m shouting into 
normal spv.*.ch I tried to ht ip him 

'Well I irU \oii T >hdn’i w. f P w#rk for Shadratk’s 
w'hcn I hivt aaned, didti 1 1'' 

‘You didn’t want to woil^ for uf)bodv, if son ask me owT,’ 
the old man -.aid \ou thought vou'd h c on me, didn’t 
you>’ 

‘No. I didn’t 1 ( oiikl ha\e kept ms* elt 

How^’ 

‘Wruing scripts,’ I said thickly, 

‘Willing bkrnly scupts, you vant io get a dav’s w^ork 
done, never mind v uiiug s<.ripts Who do u think’s going 
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to run this bloody business when Vm gone?’ He jerked his 
thumb m the direction of the garage outside, and it was so 
exactly like the trouble at t’ mill routine that Arthur and I 
had between us that the response flicked immediately into 
my mind ^But jaiher^ we all have our lives to lead, you 
yours and I mme^' 

Aloud, I said: ‘You said you didn’t want me in the 
business ' 

‘Only becau^'C you were so bloody idle! Some 
bugger’s got to carry tn wi’ it Who’s going to keep your 
mother 

Father, the men^ The\\e cominp up the 

‘Why, you’re not retiring, ire vou^’ I said with a forced 
jocularity The old man turned away in disgu*^» and waited 
info the lounge I sat where 1 was for a minute or so, and 
then I starttd to gc» upstairs And keep out of vour grand- 
ma’s bedroom ^ ’ he t alkd vcnomoin ly 

I tiptoed into niv room and went straight over to the 
Guilt Chest, already ronvinc'd thai the wlfole thing had 
bc<m a gigantu hoax Bui the <hc^< had d finitely been 
moved, It was Iving slimwise across the Imoltum, only 
half-under the bed, ana tht Mamp edging was gone It 
was almost a leltcf ^o^kiiow at last for tertain that they had 
Ken into it I kntli down and pulled the Cnnlt Chest 
clear of ♦ht bed aif>J Jilted tht tinny lid J he r aletidars wtre 
still stacked in iheir htaw piles though they had been 
disturbed The "Housewnts’ ThoKc’ letter had gone I 
felt under a j>ile of ealendars for the stack of invoices 
the old man had once given me to post They were still 
there I grabbed them first, the calendars leippling over 
into the chest and stuffed them into my inside pocket 
Liz’s postcards were still there, and so was the copy of 
Rtt2v Stones The letters from the Witch had been inter- 
fered with I rati rapidly through their contents and 
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turned the repeater gun on the Witch and her silly^ daft 
prose 

I sat on the bed, making a weak effort to translate the 
scene with the old min mto No i ihinkmg. with my No. 

I father ushering me into the library for the manly talk I 
tried again to project myself mto the future I could see 
myself, quite plainly see myself, silting on the tram, knock- 
ing on a peeling door in Earl’s Court, sutirg in Danny 
Boon’s oliict, earing bean*? on io?st in the ABC! took out 
my walKt and counted the notes attain tight pounds ten 
now and »rvcnttcn shillings in siUf'r 

I dug out iht later from Dannv Boon again and 
smoorbtd If out md »‘ead it ^Settial of tli( hovs do uork 
for mr, \ou mi^ht }r ini i/ ud w thi I jumped to my 
feet and grabbed iht old ‘uin ase from under the chest of 
di iw(rs, thniw nx out the of blankets ind Polythene- 
wrappLd card^Jiii^ mv mother Kpi m u Pulling open 
dia\cr , 1 hegni to asA'mbh shit'* and handkerchiefs and 
socks (ogf th r 1 roo]< dimn jia^ bt >t sun and folded it m 
two, ♦ till <ui us henget, in ad( iht ^uitcase fhen J looked m 
the r,uilt ( hat, rerkonmc that diere must be about a hun- 
dred and 'i^ncnrv < akndir Idt I put i gieit heap of calen- 
dar dvd put «bein, in thiec nms, rj ihc -.uit^a^'e Ih^n I 
beg injMt king m Luncsr,puriinp t calendar in between each 
shirt and pi .cmg ihc ( ilcndars h ^ ju in ^ all the way round 
the cast J hr hd woiilrl not slo t i \'ok <»ut two shin 5 and 
OiK calendar I lorf' tb cd«.nda» out of s envelope and 
propped It uj on the bs,dioora manielj eee b»*hind the 
( oroiiauon tin I pu'-htd the encel ^pe behind ihe ^hcer of 
newspap<r in the firalatc, and got br ..a^e shut by pleas- 
ing on it There was 1 luhble of old letter* and torn pieces 
of en\ elope It ft in the (juilt (hot 1 put Li/\ pu tcards 
and the letters from the Witch in my ran at pocket, and 
left the rest 



I was humming as I went into the bathioom to fetch my 
toothbrush. 

The old man shouted up the stairs : ‘Do you hear? T 
taxi’s come!’ 

I shouted ‘All right ' Jusi coming,’ and put out the light 
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Thf old man did not see the and rhtre was 

no rroublt in getting out of th^, house Hit ifaxi-druer was 
one wc kmv< slightly, t man who soineiime*^ came round to 
Hilkrt.sf to h Ip OM job> I lemed ^jack agiinst th... >peiit 
and '^lithfrj U ithci woik, priuiiding ht via*' a stranger I 
clicked Without naj inui ot into the pictc of No i uniik- 
mg I alwi\‘^ tf set ved tor t ixi my chauftr ur-driven Bentley 
lutinusg through iht hon ,c»untK'' and ‘Toppmg at the 
pro perous, half-timbcted pub Have you eann, Benson^ 
B^t^er put th' c tr ro ind ihc back md join me, hadn't 
you ’ 

‘Vyhet Ip \K* tlu nai tdM dn\v/ a ve turned 

into I I vuren I lut 1 >. m b d\ , < irly'' 

‘\cr me gi indin i ’ T v, ^ci s tiad one o them turns 
agun 

11 you V in ( xpc» » it in 1 y r*' She’s not getting any 
voung^r 
^No’ 

‘Sht s i grand old Its though ’u’ si 
Ytr 

Stndhoujhton In^rritr^ wi a whir Poril-ind-^Tone 
building ' ] ling round tht v^n dow-sill* ivl moitl c^ viith 
the bkichuig It hid had Iroiu iht sc» calhd brackish air In 
the light of the < one roll limps u l(>oked even more like a 
madhouse than *\li pul) d up out ide iht str itched 
swing doors and I told the ti 1 to w ill I took the aiitase 
in wi^h me I wis met the dcid smell 1 vender poli*‘h, 
it was like bicathuig tlir(Mit»b a tuny yellew duster The 
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portraits of aldermen and benefactors looked down over the 
deserted central hall. I went through the white door into 
the casualty department. 

It was busy in its late-night, sleep-walking way. On the 
high-backed benches a knot of women were joined in a 
litany of bad doctors, inadequate pensions, and leaky 
houses. They whiled away the time indignantly while their 
husbands had ‘emergency i derations or their children suf- 
fered. They were the same women, or seemed to be the same 
women, I had seen ca»'ier in the New House, the ones who 
kne\^ about life and death and all the lest of it. I no longer 
envied them. A man with his arm in a rling sat alone and 
perplexed, wondering w'hy he had come He ^^as the (me I 
warmed to Over by the ambulance hay the poners looked 
as though they did not rate about anything, sitting in tlieir 
little glass office smoking W(»odbine^ crot'ked in the hollow 
of their hands. Thev distended tb'ir netk^ and frowned 
and altered their mouths into an oblong ^bape to expel the 
smoke A young char in spaiatles swilled Ut rhe f>arquet 
floor Nurses in v/hit<‘ and purjih* held huddled umfvTcnccs 
thai weie not to do with the dying I'he wometi talked . "He 
put me on port wine ' 

I found iny moih'^^ Nitting alone in the corridor on a 
padded b^nch that had been ripped and sawed at with a 
knife until the grf.y stuffing spilled out like brains i put 
down the suitcase and went owr and ‘food in front of her. 
She looked up « 

"Ws* looked all over," she said weakly, and cleared her 
throat 

'Wher’s me grandma^’ 

She nodded towards the flapping door’^ where the cor- 
ridor came to an end. ‘They’ve got that blac'k doctor to her. 
She can’t talk We’re just waiting ’ She spoke hoarsely, in a 
resigned way, yet at the same tune excitedly. T hese were 
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the headlines, I knew, for 1 had seen her lips moving, that 
she was already lehearsing the text of this eventful day, 
plucking at the details of it like pomegranate seeds and 
stringing them together m a long rosary that would be 
fingered on and oif long after anyone had ceased to care. 
‘We’^ e been trying to get you smee half past nine,’ she said. 
‘I wanud you to come down with roe ’ 

‘1 know, my dad was saying,’ I said, trying to sound like 
his son ‘He say* .hc\ badlv this time ’ 

My mother ^ucked m her chei^^s and moistened her 
tong I'' ready ior the first run of her long nc^^rativf 

‘She was all right again at four o clock, )u>t after you 
went out ’ she began ‘She had a uip (♦! tea at hall past, 
when we had ours, but ^hc wouldn’t havt any brown bread 
Then she had a sleep And she was all right at nine o’clock, 
whi.n \oiii lithe r gi t bacR ficm iht pub, au^e she woke 
up and askv d 1 tm if he wore putting t' tJf ’ ision on Then 
wc wer all )u.i mine wal«h»ng uJev^ision (later she 
would aid ihf name ol the piugramme and of the singer 
and pissiblv ot ih<^ - ‘wh» n ‘'he just >lumptd forward 

in hi r chair Wt thf»ughl lie we -e having a fit, but no, she 
just ga\t i little jerk wnh her head uh, like that there’ - 
she imilatf d rhv jmK and s* ar^hc J with hex migpie memory 
to see if tin re wa* som^ pm she had left unacv,om.tcd for m 
lh<‘ fi\c minurc <»i ni> g* nduiorljtr’^ dyng ‘Then 
she staitcd to da\er She w»re ju>t like a baby It was 
pitiful Just like a bib^, slavuing id ea^ping tor 
breath 

‘Anywav vour lather said if it i‘ n’t a fit, weM better ring 
for Dr Alo/gan S » wt vsaitv,d fiu mure minute^ and she 
was still slasermg she wet four hand kerchiefs ihiough, 
them big handkcKhiet'* of yooi dad's, so I said “\ou’d 
better ring up and get r’ doctor” ’ 

The account droned on until we hao covered every 
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paving-stone on the way to the Infirmary I was not listen- 
ing but I knew all that she was saymg, I responded. Mm, 
Mm, Mm, at every pause I did not want the details ot it, 
not every detail, and I began concentrating on ob)ccis m 
the corridor and thinking the wall, the wall, the ceiling, the 
ceiling, so that the things my mother was saying could 
ricochet oft them and lose what force they had 

‘The last thilig she said b fore they got her on t’ stretcher 
was “Where’s my Jack” T had to think who she w is talkmg 
about, then 1 remembered she must have ratint your gran- 
dad ^Only she ali^avs used to call him John She never 
called him Ja<k never Then she said, ‘7 love you Jack'" ’ - 
my mother had difficulty in pronouncing this vvord love 
I had never heard her say it before, and it sounded strange 
on her Ups I tried to imagine it on the lips of the vellow 
woman on the othT side of the swing d )ots but ii was 
impossible I - love you Mj nitthersudir ts though i he 
word had just bf tti invented, like Tetylene 

‘Oh, bcf(*re that 'he said, '*Whaf irc ’you thinking 
about^” I think sht im st ha’ bcin rilkmg voui gru‘daJ ’ 
My mother stopped aid u^ok a long bitaib the bnafh 
coming out m a stairvas< ot sighiri<» 'But you had to listen 
clo^'t to, to hear wh^t sh*=‘ wa^ saying She could hirdly 
speak and b\ the time we got h^rc she touldn^ spetk at 
all She was just 

She Henied to )'a^ c finished I had been trying on various 
expiesoions and by now 1 was jeaiching lev<.nshly U>r one 
that really belimg..d to me I found it difficult to tcel any 
thing beyond indignmon that my grandmothtr should be 
seen off with this gossiping commentary bvvn as my 
mother was speaking, the phiasc* with which Arthur and I 
dissected the convcisation*^ around us kept slotting into my 
head like price labs ringing up on a cash register ‘Never 
me a pieposition to end a sentence with ’ ‘I must ask vou 
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to not split infinitives ’ 1 felt disgust at myself but, when 1 
shopped around for some deeper emotion, there was none. 
I had a nervous urge to laugh, and I found my:)elf con- 
centrating entirely on keeping my face adult and sad 
My mother said ‘They’re a long time ’ I had no idea 
how long she had hern here, in spite of the time-table she 
had given She sorted cm the cieaking couch and seemed 
to ^'hakc herself Irtt ot her drama She turnf i lo me, seeing 
me piobably for the first time as her son and not only as a 
listener 

‘Wfll, yjii’ve got yourself into i fine mess, lad, haven’t 
you^' he said 

1 got up ^ind stictvhcd. cbboiatciy taming away from 
he I 

‘So it would ^Cvin ’ 

‘I'm onlv grdtdul slu Iidv' nowt dl>our it,’ mv mother 
' lid She \vas dc nt fiir i minut 'r sr* It se^nu d ro me that 
she did not want tc disc us tbx- sublet r but wa‘ pushing her- 
self into It 

‘Whv didn't \(*u po t ‘hat Liter of 
‘1 did po t u I wi idling PK dad I lust wrote it om 
agdiii, that s dll ’ 1 had bi.tn Wi>rking on the s^orv since 
kaving the old man ^nd got a nitti c onvineiMc shape, but 
I was tiud md n no lontr r >ecm» d ina^ur 
‘What did v»u w<int to ^vntc out ig^in fur>' 

‘Ihere otne mistdk< m n 1 )ust thought it would 

stand a better chitiee it i wa^' U'tui that’s all ' I 

wa> btcinniiig to fid atuK^vicl with he for picking a*^ 
trivialities at a tune liie this 

‘Yes, well wee in’‘^ all be Shakespe ires cin wl, she said, 
in a way that was oippost d to dumt me Shi glatiLcd dowm 
the eoindor at mv suitcase again i the wall She sho>' td no 
surprise, and I knew that ^he must have r ^tKcd it alieady 
and decided to sav nothing 
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*And*what have you been saying to Arthur’s mother 
about having a sister?’ she said m sharper tones. 

‘Why, It was only a joke^’ I said, not even bothermg to 
try and sound convincing. I did not know how she knew 
about Arthur’s mother, and I did not care. 

‘A joke, it rounds like a joke. And I thought you told 
me she’d broken her leg?’ 

‘I didn’t kn«>w you hne \ » Arthur’s mother,’ I said 
‘Yes, you don’t know who I know and who I don’t know, 
do you-* If you want jo know, she rang me up And what 
did you d(' with the cardigan she gave you>’ 

I remembered this Arthur’s mother had oiKe given me a 
red cardigan tor my imaginary sistei. I h id carira it around 
town all day and then left it on a bus. 

‘Gave It to Barbara, rhouglii I u»ld y(»u about it,’ I sa^d 
You tell iijt nothing You didn’t tell mt about gi\'ng her 
cheek outsidt t a'lnctery rh^ afternoon did you<^ When 
you weie with Barbara Answav, she’-> coniinr round to- 
monowj v^htn Barbara uimes fi'r her tea vc»u ve got a 
new cardigan to hud ’ 

1 decided to spvak She had seen the suiteaH' so she knew, 
but I decided to teli her 

‘I won’t be here tomorrow,' 1 said 
My mother sat b<']f upright and pursed her lips, pulhng 
in any e\prcssioi> she might have had f>n In r lace. She 
could no; d^gui.e a look ol resti dined shcick, as though I 
had suddenly struck hti and she was trying not to show it. 

‘I’d have gone alieady il it haiin’f have been for me 
grandma,’ 1 «aid as penily as I could 

She looked at me, a long, sorrowinu look ‘If you’re in 
trouble, Billy, it’s not soinethmg you can leave behind you, 
you know,' she said in a shaky voice ‘You put it iii your 
suitcase and take it with you ’ 

My mother was so little given to this kind of imagery that 



I wondered if she had got rush reports on the calendars in 
my suitcase. 

‘Well, Fm still going,’ I said doggedly. ‘I told you Fm 
going and Fm going,’ 

The swing doors opened softly. A nurse came padding 
along the corridor, walking like an actress. She stopped by 
my mother and said: ‘Mrs Fisher?’ in the tones of some- 
body trying to wake somebody else up from sleep. Would 
you come this way?’ Infected by the mood of feigned solici- 
tude, I stood up as my mother, the light of fear in her eyes, 
rose and walked slowly with the nurse through the swing 
doors. I sat down, suddenly tense and frightened. I said to 
myself, clenching ray fists, Don’t let’s have any scenes, don’t 
let’s have any scenes, don’t let’s have any scenes. I wondered 
rapidly whether to go now, but 1 knew I would not. I began 
pawing the floor with embarrassment. I picked up an old 
newspaper that had been shoved down the back of the 
bench, and began to read aimlessly. ‘Three passengers on a 
Belfast plane recently ivere Mr GOOSE^ Mr GANDER, 
and the Rev. Mr GOSLING. They did not know each 
otherj" Beneath this news item was a cartoon, of a little 
bc5y saying : ‘Can I see this gab that daddy says you have 
the gift of, Mrs Jones?’ I chucked the paper down and 
began walking from one side of the corridor to the other, 
heel to toe as though measuring out a gricket pitch. Don’t 
let’s have any scenes. 

It was only a few minutf s before my r: lOther came back, 
holding her handbag between her hands, her face marked 
with grief and dignity as she imagined it to be. She was 
helped as far as the doors by a grave-faced doctor, and it 
looked to me like some corny act on television. I could not 
help these thoughts. 1 prayed: Please, God, let me feel 
something. Let me feel something, only don’t let’s have 
any scenes. 



‘Your grandma died at fourteen minutes past twelve/ 
my mother said, as though making a formal announcement. 
I wanted to say: ‘I’m sorry' or something, but anything I 
said would have sounded ridiculous. ‘I shall have to sit 
down,’ my mother said. I sat by her, legs apart, head bowed, 
staring down at my feet and counting the stains on mv 
suede shoes, I examined what I was feeling and it was 
nothing, nothing. 

My mother was already in the luxury of reminiscing. 
‘She would have wanie^i it this way,’ she said, a plaurude 
so inept that I could only marvel at the clicht's that she 
used like crutches to take her hmping from one crisis to 
another And at the same lime I was lelicvcd lo hear her 
talk like this; I thought. They’re as bad as I am, they don’t 
feel it, they only say it But I did not believe what I was 
telling myself. 

‘Do ^ou w<tni to go in and see my mother said. 1 
mumbled ‘No’, mingling shock and shame 

She 'ighcd, drawing on her glo\es ‘VCelK tve’Il have to 
carry on a*? hn wc can,’ slu -aid She stared at the wall, 
moving her lips again ‘Her la’-r words were just “Jack, |ack, 
what are you ttiinhng about”.’ 

And she died with a sla*vrcd smJc and not a genuine 
thought from anybod>\ No one had been capable of a 
genuine thought AU those women, who were 'supposed to 
know n all, all about life and death, they didn’t know any 
more than I did 

‘Cin we gel a cup of tea, I vr had nothing to eat since 
hall past four,’ my mother said 

‘Yer, thcic’s a canteen out in the waiting-room,’ I 
mumbled I hovered about, pretending to help her up, and 
we walked dowm the conidor 

‘We shall ha\'c to ring up Mr Shadrack, my mother .aid 
I had been fearing this, ever smee I had heaid that Ciran 
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was 1II5 and often in the past I had worked out how to gel 
out of It if ifey ever wanted a Shadrack and Duxbury 
funeral for her 

‘You don’t want to get ihem, you want to get the Co-op,* 
I said 

Aiy mother, speaking as though sho ashamed, said* 
‘Whv, do they pay a divP’ and it was as though Her voice 
was being pulled back on a kad, like a dog* 

I said- ‘No. hut they’ic b ttcr than blmking Shadrack 
and DuxhuiyS ’ 

’wtTe back in the haU of the casualt} department The 
cantcv n wa still open I went over to the steamy aluminium- 
ridged counter with the pale niiJkv rings Oii it and ordered 
sloppv tta in a thiA rnug m irked Siradhoup^hton 

General Inhrmaiy I K'ok the cup over tc niv mother and 
then went bark md fetched mv suitcase I stood it almost 
in front of ha ind ^ai d«>wii \L ihc women had gone 
Tbei was (nily an old tiunp in i dirty raincoat, his foot 
bandaged, sitting like i lost min in the conict 

M\ niiithtr put htr cup on tjic shaking her head 

‘I ^ao’t drink it ’ Mie twiMed hr r wl Iding ring 

‘Whit tiain are you 'supposed tf» he catching^’ she said 

‘I don’t know when there is oiu ’ ^\nd then, in the gentle 
voice ‘I’ve iiot to go tonight bn^ause I want to set Danny 
Boon on M^ndjs moining 

Mv mothir opaud hc» handbag ‘Well vou haven t got 
anv inone^, have yoe^’ 

I said Hushing tor the hr t time T’se got a f -w pounds 
I've been saving up’ I beginning to get embarrassed 
I wanted to b' away and tinishcd with it all I said ‘You d 
better be getting back IVt got a U>i waiting for vou out- 
side ’ 

‘I’ve got som» pipeis to sign first,’ my * tber said ^hc 
stared down at the cup t'f rc i on the floor Wc don’t say 
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much,’ she said - a straight he, for a start - ‘but we need 
you at borne, lad ’ 

The sudden editorial ‘we’ made me feel un..omfortable 
‘Well, rU be coming home,’ I said With a rush of generosity 
I added ‘I’ll just get fixed up with Danny Boon and then 
I’ll come home next week end ’ 

f 

She shook her head slightly trom side to side, saying 
nothing 

‘Well, ril hn e to eo, b#'ciuse 1 don’t know what time the 
tram is ’ I said T’ taxis |usi out idc, when >ou’ic icidy ’ 
I shuffled about in front of htr, ti>iug to sij s( pic words 
that I^ad practised lor this moment but I could not <ay 
them I walked awa> »low!v trying to look a though I w^re 
reluaani to go By tht time I icachtd the white 'V»or I wa-i 
already thinking of frran as an artulc in the Rtuders 
Dmst Ml Bo th t\ J md jhat ht ^c^yore 

jeartd hti blunt tongue ((tm the dty ^htn Ma Booth 
ro\(l had to go wti I spttal ’ Twenty thr((, iw^nt) 
tour fwtntv h\( ihe loia is im shephad^ I dull not 
want, he mal c th me lo lie down in nun f i nrc 

1 did not ha\t the umi to tuin ’■ound ind look it my 
molhei but I knew rhn boi Iicl ^voiikl be flawed and 
crumpleil Iile in old J;iu]oon an i that for tht hi i niii^ 
she would look as rhouth ihc t thing hid rtilly 
happened 
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Tiif strange, poppy like floi^crs stcii' nowhtn cKe in 
the world were m tull blor rn in Ambrosi.*, or vvhal was 
kh of It Wt hid wfn the tkcfions and J was pressing 
forward with m> vi^ionarv pi in lo b^ild an entire ciij o\er 
ihe luncs on a giginiu wooden phtfornr* The n actionary 
Dr Grovtr had got a commission st i op t(» investigai'e me, 
but I knew ioi a tacr that he had been onbed to put for 
ward a nvil plan I'or ti )th r citv i) wtst over the 
mirshes In ^h" inner laye»'s of \o i thinkmg, Gro\er got 
his w ly and the houses began to ink, seventy one dead and 
tourtv-cn unae oanted ior ‘VC'e will rebuild I innounced 
m <h( Amhrosta Poppv VUe w T build on the iunes ’ Now 
J was home on i MSxt to mv pir nts m\ full dre s uniform 
unbittoncd at the thioat Hu ttkploi rmp, ind 1 ^poke 
lapidly in \ml)ro>ian to ^nc of mv lieutenant^ ^Mona^ 
D*c7a J fipn mtnmr 7ia\ tiay CircnFr D era Grom, n*jmn 
7i,po t I tms iiiofhe’ wa irnpress.,d bur no, she was 
not impressed JTow could sh be t^iat one I tried to ht 
in m' No I mt ^her but she w i ] ic ^ fi an another )ig 
saw J begin t( ‘■lick mte» eiut hale thii king about my 
real mothe r and her t liehe^^md her knirni about m\ df ad 
grmdniothei smtkering kroiu niglit a" he rtle\iMon 
and the old man stolid and dali puilmg h^s facts and 
banging nails dl ovt i the garage "Dad, 1 shall ziant the 
van Don't ask qut turns J lur may ht f topic hen You 
don't knoij nherr l\c ^orc of uhen Vm comin^ back 
O K I was sick and tired of it all of it ii* 

I walked with m> &uitca*?c, following the piteh-po.ked 
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channels in the road where the tramlines had been. I was 
beginning to feel like a man made entirely of sawdust. I 
tried to get back to Ambrosia but none of it would click 
and I had nothing but hate for anybody. I fired off the 
repeater gun at all the people who knew my secrets, but 
none of the secrets really mattered, they were like dead 
wounds with the bandages falling off. I started to get clear, 
frigblemng thoughts. Nine oounds Less the fare, call it 
seven. Seven pounds. If I can get a room for tw*o pounds 
ten a w^ek, that’s tw’o, weeks and a quid a week for iood. 
I can always gel a job of some kind, maybe washing-up. I 
began* to imagine myself in the tradition of American 
writers, driving l(*rnes, sw^eeping up. South American 
revolution, soda jerk, new^spaper boy. Then ihc No i think- 
ing switched off, this time at the mams I knew that it 
would probably be a |ob as a rlerk, m an office, but bv my- 
self, by mvselt No Stamps, no Shadracks 1 could be an 
eccentric The surly or c, tbt‘ man with the past I began to 
sing. ‘7/iov called tlu Steph^^i, called thv 

bastard Stephen, the\ calUd the hazard Sfeplitn^ cot, (hat 
was the nanu of the tnl ’ 

Satuiday night w^as over and done w^Jth Along Infirmary 
Street a low wind caug:ht and held a sheet of brown paper 
and WTapped n round u lamp-post I could hear cars 
whining up Hon.gfiiondalc ITifi two inilo away One or two 
rashly-hired ta'is, piled high with people splitting the lare, 
ran past me on their wsiy to iht' Snad Lee housing estate, 
and I caught i^lie idiot murmur ot their ladios instructing 
the drivers as thty passed The late has went by looking as 
though it was the Ian bu^ that v'ouJd ever run again any- 
where, its occupants reading the Empire News under the 
blue glare. A dog padded across the road. A man stamped 
home in his raincoat and I knew that he was counting the 
lamp- posts to get there quicker. The pavement was dry and 
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hollow, here and there etched with the trickle of long-stale 
urine. The streets wore cold and the girls on the posters 
were grinning in ihtir sleep 
I walked like a ghost down Moorgate, the suitcase making 
red ridges on my hand and niming into loot at every sight 
of a policeman I niriitd into Bull Ring, dodging the slow- 
moMng road-<^\vceper vans emerging l&e snails from the 
cleansing department and leading their trickling smear along 
the gutter^ I walked across Bull Ring into New Station 
The station wa> abla/e with cold ^ white light The book- 
ing hall was deserted except for a iieit rif electiic tiollies 
piled high with newspaper pairels The last Harfogate 
diC'kel was jusr pullmg sJr-tkly iwav from platform two 
The inquii v offic t wa closed I walk/ d up to the roller 
indicator where itie trams were ii eu i os Wakefield, 
Doncaster, i :^s Luds (Cm; Derby, Kitteiing, London 
('St Pancras; i so S fby. Mullet Wcighton, Bridlington, 
Filcv Scarborough There AUt no other train': to London 
that night All ih windc'ws but emt at the ticket ofhee were 
boarded up 1 waited undci i t ntil a lind rPun in his 
'^hirt shevf s appeared and I bought a single *econd-eliss to 
Sf Pancras It cost thirtv hvt shillings I looked up at the 
big station clo< k It wa ten minutes O) one 

Bdow th< tiile^ ofhee wa tiie hufkt and main waitmg- 
roiun The buff t end w as elo^ , a ijntt r siiL lined with 
thick cups and th^ flooi liturcd with « rusts of bread, but 
thtre were ahoul a d j^eviple still u rht waiting-room, 
most of them asle< p with iheir feet u{ on the serateked 
tubular chairs or their heads down on the rockeiv tables, 
among thv flattened straws and empty lemon squash ear- 
tons I Went ill and tood by the door, under me of the 
large', empty-looking picfun s of fields and hills chat hned 
the walls A few people were awake haT s dozen soldiers, 
all m civics, going home on leave, three >id prostitutes, a 



man in a large black coat I was sleepy, recognizmg every- 
thing about five seconds after it happened I did not see 
Rita, or Stamp, until I had settled down on my suitcase and 
was lighting a cigarette 

They did not see me either Stamp, sa\ounng the dregs 
of his dull, drunken evenmg, was leaning against one of the 
gilded pillars that 'separated the waiting-room from the 
buffet, sweating find miittcnii ^ to himself Rita was pulling 
meffectively at bis aim, like a med wife tryuu to get her 
husband out ot the pu^ X omc on, the\’re til loofmg it 
you,’ I heard her ^av impatienil\ She stood indcei ivcly and 
then l^t go of his arm and said, obviously not for tht first 
time- ‘Oh, well Tm going, you can look abet vourstU 
Stamp, lo‘‘T in the bik> swanip*- ol Ins own stifltnng, 
gripped the pillar foi support and wonilort, retched, 
swallowed and th(n, in hn thin *nd watery wty wt^ sick 
all over the floor Fua tmud and phewul ind koled 
rapidly from side to side tc Imtl svmpathv lor htr own 
predicament She walked t few steps iwtv anf' tu ned her 
baeV, standing vnh a f umal v tsuahn pretending not to 
be anything to do with Nt ini] \ f w of iht ^\v.pxng people 
stured One o^ them half wul< 

‘CJansi sake, !»hift outside li sou vnia ^pew*’ 

Some of theee who were aln adv htP in iiin ring 

One ol the soldu rs^imirait d t man in di toils oi sieknt ^ 
'Wyyi, Stamp clawing at tn» air, il hng 'tnd v itcr\ 
eyed, caupht some kind of bazv d mp^c of me it ting in the 
coincT, watching him lh« imipt pa ed tr upht rhio t ^h 
into his subconscious and he pecicd at itie without reeogni 
Uon, fi'ung his eves on me onh as an object while he 
strained and sweated and gisped foi nr 

The man m the lig bUek erat, rcd-faced and beerv m 
his own tight, wd< enjoying it all For *he benefit of the 
soldiers he called ‘Get that man m the guard-hou’-cl 
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c . o . ’s p’rade ’morrow morning. Hat off, left right left right 
left right halt!’ One or two of the soldiers grinned 
weakly; the one sitting next to me muttered: ‘He wants to 
get back in the effing army if he’s so effing keen.’ 

Stamp, mopping grimly at his damp forehead, staggered 
to the wall and sat down on the floor under a picture of 
Lake Windermere, head down like a ^iieepmg Mexican. 
Rita walked over and began plucking at hirj again, plead- 
ing: ^Come ou, then. You shouldn’t drink and then you 
wouldn’t he like this ’ 

Jn the middle of the room, the tableau changed. The 
three old pKJstitutcs were haggling with a half -drunk^^fair- 
haired lad ^^ho had just come in. ‘Well do you want her, 
then? You should ha/e sa'i She doesn’t care, one way or t’ 
other.’ They were all about fifty years old, and they did not 
look hkc prostitutes, more like housewives who baked 
loaves They talked like moiher^ anxl^n)^ to please their 
grown-up ions vmh a good tea. ‘Well get a taxi and lake 
her home iher Sue 11 take hheen shiUnigs, ohc doesn’t care, 
she doesn’t want tO skin von ’ 

T1k‘ soldiiT') next to me wcie muitering "fie must be 
haj<i up for it, they look like three c»ld grandmothers,’ 

‘Three old grandmothers, bet tlicy’ll be getting their 
pcnsKjns in the rnornmg ^ ’ 

‘Ha* Be funny if one ot ’em p i^ged out cm the job Three 
dirty old grandmothers “ 

It was yiit to the taste of Stamp, but Stamp saw nothing 
of what was going on aroiiAd liml. lie ha* i got up and was 
leaning over his pillar again slaseiing into the thin green 
mess which he had padded tbout the floor with his sick- 
speckled shoes 

"WyyadV" went one ol the >oldjcrs. 

That time me and Jatlo got them German drinks. 
Wyyachr 
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I got up and walked to the other side of the waiting- 
room, skirtmg round Stamp in a broad arc As soon as Rita 
saw me I regretted that I had moved 

‘1 ook what’s crawled out of the cheese ' ’ she said, neither 
raising nor lowermg her voiet She was wtaring a blue 
swagger coat over her tight red dress The silver cross was 
no longer round her neck 

‘I should thipk some peoj le ought to crawl back into the 
cheese,’ I said, nodding towards Stamp 

‘Oo, where > >er rubber hilo^ jeered Rita XJC'c looked at 
each other, or at least 1 looled it her Rita hid a habit of 
looking at nothing, her e>c« glazmg over with a son of 
gormless preoccupation 

‘What happen d to the WitclP’ I aid 
She 'CJLWtd her fact un into an uglv scowl 11 
"Birbira Her \oi] wtte i ill mg xo ui the K‘>'v 
‘Don’t knew, don t ere,’ said Rita 
‘Did ^he >ay anything 

'Ask no question and v oil’ll get no he told, d said in 
the ‘ame level ^oiee 

‘I bet ’‘he mt that out ot you ’ I aid r cKko>slv 
‘Hope vou du’n’i givt he i he rng hae^ did you'* 

Rita ^ voice suddenly u>ol on the niK pit L ind » 'lour 
as tlic voice nl thv tlftci old prc)Sliiu^e> still haggling awa> 
m the mtddU of th< room 

f 

‘\ou what ^ Do you think I m dah, or what^ It might be 
her ( loss, but vou gave that ring to n ^ ’ 

I lookt d aiound hut noD^d^ wr listening 
I know, onh it’s a bit of a mi\ up ’ I s ud \ou ’•ee, I 
thought Barba '•a had broke the cngag^mitnt oft 

‘Yer, well \ou vc another think coming if vou think I’m 
as daft as she is^ You gave that ring to W£, in from of a 
witness ’ 

‘How do you mean, what’s witnesses got to do with it^’ 
iho 



Rita stared at me, thin-lipped like all the people I had 
known that day. She made as if to speak twice and then, 
spitting the words out with such force that her head shook, 
she said in the lowest range of her coarse voice : 

‘You’re just rorten, aren’t you?’ 

I looked wildly across the r(X)m to my suitcase, and from 
my suitcase to the door, planning the shortest route out into 
the booking hall. 

‘Y’are! You’re rotten! All through! I've met some 
people in my time but of all the lyin^, scheming - Anyway, 
you gave that ring to me ! ’ 

I said quietly and urgently : ‘Look, nobody’s askiftg for 
the ring. You can have it 

‘Don’t talk to me, you rotten get!’ Rita’s voice was rising 
with each word, and even the prostitutes were beginning 
to stare. ‘Get back to ^er\ You rotten get! You rotten, lying 
get! Gar, you think you’re summai, don't you? But you’re 
nowt ! You miserable, lying, rotten, stinking get ! ’ 

White-faced, I turned my back on her and walked 
quickly tov/ards my suitcase, skidding and almost losing 
my balance where vStamp had been sick on the floor. ‘You 
think you’re it but you’re shit I ’ shouted Rita. One of the 
soldiers caught my eye and jerked his head up, raising his 
eyes and going : ‘Cuh ! ’ I grabbed nfy suitcase blindly and 
made for the door. Two railway policemen walked inTo the 
waiting-room, looking ponderously about them, and Rita 
shut up. One of them walked over to where Stamp was 
leaning helplessly against the pillar and began talking to 
him in a low, dangerous voice. 

The man in the black coat called: ‘Two men, buckets, 
mops. Floor cleaned. Tort to me when you’ve finished. 
Double!’ I slid out of the waiting-room and stood irreso- 
lutely in the booking hall, still shaken. 

It was just on one o’clock. I stood contemplating the 
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gigantic advertisement for Ovaltine that filled one whole 
end of the booking hall. Running my eyes down the wall, 
I began to count the loaded parcel trolleys that stood around 
the station. I got up to nineteen, and then the waiting- 
room door opened again and one of the policemen came 
out, helping Stamp towards the lavatory. Stamp saw me 
with his boiled, steaming eyes and muttered through the 
spit on his facQ: ‘Know som *thn b'iu’ you, Fisher. / saw 
you. Wai" Monday, you jus’ wai’.’ The policeman led him 
ofi, as he muttered again : ‘Wai’ Monday.’ 

I had lost my place among the parcel trolleys I began 
countSig the tiles on the dirty, unwashed floor of ifac 
station. I counted them in a line, screwing up my eyes, and 
numbering each tile only with gieat diilicuity alter 1 had 
passed twenty. Raising my head slightly I saw a pair of 
heels by ihe one window of the ticket office that wa^ still 
open. I opened my eyes again and looked, and there was 
no mistaking the casual black skin, the green *>aede jacket, 
and the unkempt hair Liz was just nirmiig awty from the 
ticket office as 1 picked up mv * asc and began to stumble 
towards her, walking drunkeiily in the manner of Stamp 
being led (>ft to the lavatory * 

She saw me jusi as she was turning oft to mal>e for the 
platfc'irrj where the ]>^nca*»t<T tram was waning. J wMved, 
and she came to\vards me. I flapped my hand again, 
dirilv 

'Goin’ London,’ I runmbled^ grabbing her arm and 
lurching about in front ot her. ‘You goin’ London? I’m 
goiii’ London, Go’ catch a train. Goin' London ’ 

‘So you keep saying,’ said Liz, beaming comfortably. 

‘You come London, me. Goin’ London. Pla’form three, 
S’ Pancra’, ge's all London.’ 

‘Where did you get it?’ said Liz, still beaming as though 
she relished the whole thing. 
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‘Where ^e’ wha’>’ 

‘The booze Or did you find some Imk di\e to go to 
after you so mysurioucly diMppeai( d-*" 

‘Cto’ go l^ondon,’ 1 sud Cam stay Stradanan Go’ go 
London ’ 

Ih nation announce^ as jnaiticiilatc as myself crackled 
out some messagf about the Donca^^ter tram 1 1/ looked up 
at the station ^lotk 

Wi.ll Vm my gt mg to 1 ond^m IVc got to eo to Don- 
caster 

J ( ok hold of hcT ami i«^ain vattruK’ my ht id heaxily 
‘No, you oiUw T ondor Nvcd yon I ondnn G^ ’ ifother 
tick( i, conic Loa( 1( n ’ 

Li/ ga' c me <mt ol lie lone looks and slowly took hold 
ot in in^pt^ciir g nii '’la**' 1 »■ ^ib 

‘Drop It Ilf id s nilwhind hv mile 
1 ‘‘lid m iu> rof 11 il \ 01 I >j( t \ h » 

Ti rsi' nr MtiiisK 1 oiuhmt script ^ntci, Rdlv, 
but soil n 1 ro i n ic'f i 

I put fh m 1 ibi f i\ rio( U he pyh aft, siandinir on one 

f o 1 pul ne: oil Uxii mJ piciding nn ^riu ab''ut 

’ 1/1 ri dn, sud 1 1 ' ‘Now where did i u to tonight^’ 
‘\Vh u d'd / g t 10 - V h Cl d get 10 

T o\j i^ly, in 1 ( Tail sl fcc»m>. ucted the half lioui I hid 

wntede iljid ili< Row hjiiw ird »>ufMi)g ( ui nuwv.- 
mciit fvgi\i r ijiicUrs non > and ctc^vthing so 
siiTij It 1 1/ h ui het n ha' ji t, * L i ^ t ill wuh the Wit< h, 
whom '.he had lisancrcd w epi g ind ol bbcring md snk 
oij the flooi el he 1 adies JL\^i thing tha» eoiild be told 
h ui been lold 

Are vou re ill V going to London, or jun p’-etending^’ 
said 1 iz 

I took the tiek(t our e'lf m\ poelct and sh > sed it to her 
She looked u lUe '*Lc.adilv aiJ tb^'e was lose in her dirk 
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eyes, the first lime 1 had seen it, a hquid, far-reaching thing, 
too deep to touch 

‘I’m not coming, you know, Billy.’ 

‘Please ’ 

She snook her head ‘I won’t live with you, Billy ’ 
‘Come anyway,’ I said ‘Live next door Blimey, you’ve 
been everywhere else, you might as well come and live 
in I broke as a suspi ion crossed my mind ‘Why 
are you going lo Doncaster^’ 

She grinned again, in the fiank manntr that gave noth- 
ing away 

‘OH, just “ Doncaster,’ she said, shrugging amubly 
I said bluffly, in the man of iht world voice ‘Well 
whatever you warn in Doncaster, they’’ e got ii in London 

She was sha*'inr het he ad, smiling 
‘One coiidiiion, sht said 

I closed rnv eve. tightl> and smite my ioiehcid, tceur 
mg on the brmk of a decision All the detank of it were 
there, 11) a eom| act pared c'f b*o i thinl-ing, irorn lh^, 
rcgisuy-olhi t coremon ti the The Lea at jk All it needed 
wasihedceision * 

‘And / wouldn’t want the communal ung, said 1 1/ But 
I did nor answir, anc^^he l«new that there wi'^ no m^wer 
A porter wa. rattling cht gnr at flit f-nijariLC to the 
Doncaster platform 1 iz [ icked up her t ig, a small, Wwll- 
woingjif She regarded rm steadily foi a Ilw seconds and, 
standing a fool in front ot me fikw me a kiS'^. 

‘Posicai d >> she said, whispering it 
‘Postcards,’ I satd 

I struck the farewdl attitude, legs apart, anns akimbo, 
the sad figure fading into ^lUiouertc a« the tram steams 
away But she did not look back The porter Danged the 
gate shut and I saw Liz clamber into the last carnage after 
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two soldiers I watched the tram disappear I knew that she 
would already ’le in bright ccmveisation, grinnmg engag- 
ingly at some item ot army news 

It was I'wche minutes past one I picked up mv suitcase 
and walked back towards the waitjng-ro(»m Rita, the three 
old i-rosurutes, and most of the others had gone, and there 
was sawdust on the floor where Stamp had been Two 
soldiers slept on their feet extended across a couple of 
ehaiT> apiece Iht. man m the black coat was still there, 
but do/in^ 

I lood by the wall and, raising on^ leg, balanced the 
suitcase on my knet I took out the ^op layer c^f calendars 
and began K^oring alioui among the shirts and socks foi 
more I < tacked the caleudir** on the tubular table he ide 
mi until J hid got them ail out Then I do ed \h( suiteas'* 
and \ ushed under (he table I ‘•cooped the calendar up 
into HU)hcn\ parcels, on^ und »• h a;m, md ba*gcd the 
door opt n with mv back J UkKcI up and down the book- 
ing ball hiu rh.it w is nobod\ waicbing There wa< a deep 
wm litter bin Ijbdlcd Kttp \our Borough i k m’ I bent 
over and rapped tht v ah ndars into it The basker toppled 
dighdy 1 gafhend up bomc luwspaptr*^ from a nearby 
)tar and auffLj them in >i top of tbg calendars 

I turned tc go find th'*n tr icl bv a '■cconJ thought, I 
felt in my potVi t for the Wdd ol jnvoic i thit I should have 
posted for thf old nun J droji cd iho^e in the basket too I 
found the le nis from Wiidi, anc ripped them in 
pieces scittcring the bits m the Inur bin and on the flixir 
around it I began going methodically through my pockets, 
dn^.ardlllg piaeiitfll tvtrwhing the fragment of ocript 
for Danny Boon, the letter I had started to write to him, a 
couple of Stamp’s pas un pills ^ rigai^ tte parke When 1 
had hnished I had nothing left but the ’vxe from Danny 
Boon, I iz’s postcards, and m> railway ucket I walked back 
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into the wailing-room and got my suitcase. Ii needed four- 
teen minutes before the London tram was due to go. 

Ambrosia came softly into my head, the beginmng of it 
all, with the march-jjast and the one-armed soldiers and 
the flags I muttered to myself, almost aloud* ‘Seventy- 
eight, ninety-six, a himdred and four, the Loid is my 
Shepherd, I shall “not want, he maketh me to lie down m 
green pastures# he Icadeih ra' beside the still watus ’ The 
No I thmking fused into a pamc-panorama with the No. 
2 dayrnares and quick sharp shafts of ordinary, level 
thought I imagined ra\sdf as a modem dergyinan, pipe- 
smoking, twinkling, arranging a contcmpoiar^ fun^.ral with 
Shadiack, but nasallv he was aymg, ‘It’s vair vair unsatis- 
factory. vair inva'stat lo«v ’ I could summon up my 
No I moihti, onlv the real one, with her pressed, de- 
pressed mo?irh and li< r petty frown Sev^n pounds s<ncn 
pounds ten acnulls, a room Kn rhirtv bob a Wt.ek, call 
It three v^erks, th^-ec quul left, htlf a crown > div, egg and 
chip*' one and thie< cup of tf a threepence, bu*- fires 

a launtr H. rcstoteth niv soul he Icadf ih m> m the paths 
of np^hteousm ss for his namt ’s mkc 1 saw 1 1/ jn the 
Chelsea Ulie, arrl Pita whoring it in the '»trecis outside, 
and th< ^itrh as the reatt^mais Dr Grosu’s misties^. I 
tried h ird to "hut n tfown and hnd inysGf, mv^elt, but not 
knowing w^hat to d'' for thiractr-nsiics t, though I walk 
through the ^^alles of tht shadow of dt-aih, f will fear no 
evil 

The ‘‘tation announcer began to list the stations to 
London Leeds vCits , Derby, Kettermg, London (Si 
Pancras^ Change u let Us for Bradford IlkJty, Bolton 
Abbey The man in rht big black coat, chisiened now, 
began to arrange his things I got up and began to walk 
hurriedly up and down the waiting-room; I had the sen- 
sation of a water-tap running m my stomach. I picked up 
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my suitcase and put it down twice. I took out the ticket 
and looked at u, vaguely noting the price and the details. 

I could not think, except m confused snatches. I began to 
count ten; at the end of the count I would oblige myself to 
answer one way or the other One Two Three Four The 
train now leaving platform ihicc is the one thirty-five for 
London, calling at Five Six Seven, "/here was no need 
to count to the end I picked up ihe suitcfase, feeling de- 
flated and defeated I stalked out of the waiting-room and 
across the booking hall ti* the ucVt birnei on platform 
thn<, hoping that I would make a quick decision but 
knowing tha^ there wa«- no question of it The man in the 
black coat and three or four soidieis walked through, 
showing their tickets. 

The ticket collector look^'d at me 

‘You getiin’ on this I ^hool mv ht id, taking a 

step forward at the , une rime 

I did not wail toi the tmiu lo leave I iraiisfcrrcd the 
suiicav in' left band and walked n iit of the station In 
Bull Ring I Slopped and In i cicMictte and buttoned up 
roar The suitcase frit ab.uidlv light I began to breathe 
great gusts of air, bui there wa« liiilt an to breathe. 

I walked d^ ross Bull Ring and uj'^Mourgate Suddenly f 
began to ferl txciied ind buoyant, and I \v\s almost run- 
ning by the time 1 reiclied 1 own Soiiare I began to whistle 
‘March of th. Mm les’ and to marc h m step with it. There 
was iiohudv about Whtr I can^' to th^. War Memorial I 
transferred my 'Uiicasc to niv ngb hand and at the correct 
moment I saluted with the kfi - up, two, three, down, two, 
three, head erect, ^houldt'T'. back 1 brought the whistling 
lo a hulfiiig crescendo and wheeled ^maitly into Infirmary 
Street I dropped into a noimal step, and then I negan the 
slow walk home. 
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THE ORDEAL OF GILBERT PINFOLD 


Evelyn Wau^h 

1794 

Some years ago Pvclyn Waugh had th* disconcerting 
experience, whuh is nv>t rare as he feared, of suffering 
from a hruf attnl of luUiKmmons Such a situation, in 
which the mind von)ure> up non '*stent noises and voices 
although the reason remains amst., irre^ntible to a ^riter. 
In 7kt Oidexl of Lnlbirt Pinfold a well-known author curs a 
ludicrous but pathnic h^re is the fringe^ of imagmation 
and reality begin to get more and more blurred If, as the 
medical figures sav rather re iliian half of the population 
inhabit The frontiers of insinitj ihcn this <urious and 
diverting novc^ shf uld act i*' a ^aaixng to them and a delight 
to us na 

lac^ical Ixfdc now puhb^hed for the first time in 
Britain, ^ a sini t( 1 ht^ e ,ior> ot tin hnircd of a wounded 
soldier 1 )r his wue wink loic mnonf' the Ruir^ mocks the 
Weltaic Slate with a romance between a Futh<?nasia assistant 
anu a corn-bearded babel dancer who was not for burning 



ALL FALL DOWN 


James Leo Herhky 
1742 

The book of tlic Mcrrc»“Goldw>n-MRycr film. All Lall Dowriy 
starring Eva Mar)c Saint, Wairen Beatty, and Karl Malden, 

All Fall Dojjn is a stud* m the disillusionment ol an adoles- 
cent boy. riinl Williamb joins a portrait gallery whieh already 
boasts such rarities as Holden C auIhUd Cm Ihe Ca^chet in 
the Rye) and Frankie Addams (in TJu Member of the Wedding), 
When his cider brother leaves home, Clint, ikpnved of 
his iicro and companion, li^tie^slv tills non book after note- 
book with a record of fhv i^ s worthv doints <ind sa 3 ings of 
the Williams family 1 he reader is left in Iiuh doubt of the 
worthlessness of ClinCs hero hut his ad/entiiies m \ world 
that seems so much bigger and more 1 / u act hlfp a magnet 
on the boy He (.onttivcs t4» tolkiw his brother, and the 
subsequent stor>, parti v told in the unique, idiom of his 
own jt'urnal, of his progress fmm lovalty thiough hatred to 
total indifferent c, mal c> poignant and ludieious reading 
This IS thf hrst novtl h\ a v«iuiig Am.Jiicaii wnttr who, — 
It has K^n predicted t)\ ivnnc*? te Willi.inj' - will become 
‘the in< SI irnpoiiant new wnt^i am t M\.C ulla**’. 




